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MADAME DE FLEURY. 



CHAPTER I. 

'' There oft are heard the notes of infant wo, 
The short thick 8oh» loud scream, and shriller squalL 
How can you, mothers, vex your infants so ?" Popx. 

^^ D'abord^ madame, c'est impossible ! — Madame 
ne descendra pas ici* ?" said Francois, the footman 
of madame de Fleury, with a half expostulatory, 
half indignant look^ as he let down the step of her 
carriage at the entrance of a dirty passage^ that led to 
one of the most miserable-looking houses in Paris. 

" But what can be the cause of the cries which I 
hear in this house ?" said madamer*de Fleury. 

" 'Tis only some child^ who is crying," replied 
Frangois : and he would have put up the step, but 
his lady was not satisfied. 

'' *Tis nothing in the world/' continued he, with 
a look of appeal to the coachman, ^^ it can be nothing, 
but some children, who are locked up there above. 

* In the first place, my lady, it is impossible ! Surely my lady 
will not get out of her carriage here ? 



4 TALES OF FASHIONABLE LIFE. 

The mother, the workwoman my lady wants, is not 
at home, that's certain." 

" I must know the cause of these cries ; I must see 
these children/' said madame de Fleury, getting out 
of her carriage. 

Francois held his arm for his lady as she got out. 

" Bon !" cried he with an air of vexation. '^ Si 
madame la veut absolument, a la bonne heure!— - 
IVIais madame sera abim6e. Madame verra que j'ai 
raison. JMadame ne montera jamais ce vilain esca- 
lier. D'ailleurs c'est au cinquicme. Mais, madame, 
c'est impossible *." 

Notwithstanding the impossibility, madame de 
Fleury proceeded ; and bidding her talkative footman 
wait in the entry, made her way up the dark, dirty, 
broken staircase, the sound of the cries increasing 
every instant, till, as she reached the fifth story, she 
heard the shrieks of one in violent pain. She hastened 
to the door of the room from which the cries pro- 
ceeded ; the door was fastened, and the noise was so 
great, that though she knocked as loud as she was 
able, she could not immediately make herself heard. 
At last the voice of a child from within answered, 
" The door is locked — mammy has the key in her 
pocket, and won't be home till night; and here's 
Victoire has tumbled from the top of the big press, 
and it is she that is shrieking so." 

Madame de Fleury ran down the stairs which she 
had ascended with so much difiiculty, called to her 
footman, who was waiting in the entry, despatched 
him for a surgeon, and then she returned to obtain 



* To be sure it must be as my lady pleases — ^but my lady will 
find it terribly dirty ! — ^my lady vdll find I was right — my lady 
will never get up that shocking staircase, — it is impossible ! 
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from some people who lodged in the house assistance 
to force open the door of the room in which the chil- 
dren were confined. 

On the next floor there was a smith at work^ filing 
so earnestly that he did not hear the screams of the 
children. When his door was pushed open^ and the 
bright vision of madame de Fleury appeared to him^ 
his astonishment was so great that he seemed in- 
capable of comprehending what she said. In a strong 
provincial accent he repeated, '^ Plait-il ?" and stood 
aghast till she had explained herself three times : 
then suddenly exclaiming, " Ah ! c'est ga !" — he col- 
lected his tools precipitately, and followed to obey 
her orders. The door of the room was at last forced 
half open, for a press that had been overturned pre- 
vented its opening entirely. The horrible smells that 
issued did not overcome madame de Fleury's hu- 
manity: she squeezed her way into the room, and 
behind the fallen press saw three little children : the 
youngest, almost an in&nt, ceased roaring, and ran to 
a comer ; the eldest, a boy of about eight years old, 
whose fece and clothes were covered with blood, held 
on his knee a girl younger than himself, whom he was 
trying to pacify, but who struggled most violently, 
and screamed incessantly, regardless of madame de 
Fleury, to whose questions she made no answer. 

'^ Where are you hurt, my dear ?" repeated madame 
de Fleury, in a soothing voice. '' Only tell me where 
you feel pain ?" 

The boy, showing his sister's arm, said, in a surly 
tone — " It is this that is hurt — ^but it was not I 
did it." 

" It was, it was" cried the girl as loud as she 
could vociferate : ' ^Mt was Maurice threw me down 
from the top of the press." 
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" No — it was you that were pushing me, Victoire, 
and you fell backwards.— -Have done screeching^ and 
show your arm to the lady." 

" I can't/' said the girl. 
She won't/' said the boy. 

She cannot" said madame de Fleury^ kneeling 
down to examine it. ^*She cannot move it: I am 
afraid that it is broken." 

" Don't touch it ! don't touch it !" cried the girl, 
screaming more violently. 

" Ma'am, she screams that way for nothing often/' 
said the boy. " Her arm is no more broke than mine, 
I'm sure ; she'll move it well enough when she's not 



cross." 



" I am afraid/' said madame de Fleury, " that 
her arm is broken." 

'^ Is it indeed?" said the boy, with a look of 
terror. 

^' O ! don't touch it — you'll kill me, you are killing 
me," screamed the poor girl, whilst madame de Fleury 
with the greatest care endeavoured to join the bcmes 
in their proper place, and resolved to hold the arm till 
the arrival of the surgeon. 

From the feminine appearance of this lady, no 
stranger would have expected such resolution ; but 
with all the natural sensibility and graceful delicacy 
of her sex, she had none of that weakness or affecta- 
tion, which incapacitates from being useful in real 
distress. In most sudden accidents, and in aU do- 
mestic misfortunes, female resolution and presence of 
mind are indispensably requisite : safety, health, and 
life, often depend upon the fortitude of women. 
Happy they, who, like madame de Fleury, possess 
strength of mind united with the utmost gentleness 
of manner and tenderness of disposition ! 
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Soothed by this lady's sweet voice> the child's rage 
subsided; and no longer struggling, the poor little 
girl sat quietly on her lap, sometimes writhing and 
moaning with pain. 

The surgeon at length arrived : her arm was set : 
and he said, '' that she had probably been saved 
much future pain by madame de Fleury's presence of 
mind." 

'^ Sir, — will it soon be well ?" said Maurice to the 
surgeon. 

" O yes, very soon, I dare say," said the little 
girl. " To-morrow, perhaps ; for now that it is tied 
up, it does not hurt me to s%nify — and after all, I 
do believe, Maurice, it was not you threw me 
down." 

As she spoke, she held up her face to kiss her bro- 
ther. — '^ That is right," said madame de Fleury : 
*' there is a good sister." 

The little girl put out her lips, offering a second 
kiss, but the boy turned hastily away to rub the tears 
from his eyes with the back of his hand. 
^^ I am not cross now : am I, Maurice ?" said she. 

" No, Victoire, I was cross myself when I said 
that." 

As Victoire was going to speak again, the surgeon 
imposed silence, observing, that she must be put to 
bed, and should be kept quiet. Madame de Fleury 
laid her upon the bed, as soon as Maurice had cleared 
it of the things with which it was covered ; and as 
they were spreading the ragged blanket over the little 
girl, she whispered a request to madame de Fleury, 
that she would *' stay till her mamma came home, to 
beg Maurice off from being whipped, if mamma should 
be angry." 
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Touched by this instance of goodness^ and com- 
passionating the desolate condition of these children^ 
madame de Fle'ury complied with Victoire's request; 
resolving to remonstrate with their mother for leaving 
them locked up in this maimer. They did not know 
to what part of the town their mother was gone; they 
could tell only^ ^^ that she was to go to a great many 
different places to carry back work^ and to bring 
home more ; and that she expected to be in by five." 
It was now half after four. 

Whilst madame de Fleury waited^ she asked the 
boy to give her a full account of the manner in which 
the accident had happened. 

'^ Why, ma'am/' said Maurice, twisting and un- 
twisting a ragged handkerchief as hQ spoke^ " the 
first beginning of all the mischief was, we had nothing 
to do ; so we went to the ashes to make dirt pies : 
but Babet would go so close that she burnt her petti- 
coat, and threw about all our ashes, and plagued us, 
and we whipped her : but all would not do, she would 
not be quiet ; so to get out of her reach, we climbed 
up by this chair on the table to the top of the press, 
and there we were well enough for a little while, till 
somehow we began to quarrel about the old scissors, 
and we struggled hard for them, till I got this cut." 

Here he unwound the handkerchief, and for the 
first time showed the wound, which he had never 
mentioned before. 

" Then," continued he, " when I got the cut, I , 
shoved Victoire, and she pushed at me again^ and I 
was keeping her off, and her foot slipped, and down 
she fell ; and caught by the press-door, and pulled it 
and me after her, and that's all I know." 

" It is well that you were not both killed," said 
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madame de Fleury. " Are you often left locked up 
in this manner by yourselves^ and without any thing 
to do ?" 

'^ Yes, always^ when mamma is abroad— except 
sometimes we are let out upon the stairs^ or in the 
street ; but mamma says we get into mischief there." 

This dialogue was interrupted by the return of the 
mother. She came up stairs slowly^ much fatigued> 
and with a heavy bundle under her arm. 

'^ How now ! Maurice ? how comes my door open ? 
What's all this ?" cried she in an angry voice ; but 
seeing a lady sitting upon her child's bed^ she stopped 
short in great astonishment. Madame de Fleury re- 
lated what had happened^ and averted her anger from 
Maurice^ by gently expostulating upon the hardship 
and hazard of leaving her young children in this man- 
ner during so many hours of the day. 

" Why, my lady," replied the poor woman, wiping 
her forehead, " every hard-working woman in Paris 
does the same with her children, and what can I do 
else ? I must earn bread for these helpless ones, and 
to do that I must be out backwards and forwards, 
and to the furthest parts of the town, often from 
morning till night, with those that employ me ; and 
I cannot afford to send the children to school, or to 
keep any kind of a servant to look after them ; and 
when I'm away, if I let them run about these stairs 
and entries, or go into the streets, they do get a little 
exercise and air, to be sure, such as it is ; on which 
account I do let them out sometimes ; but then a deal 
of mischief comes of that, too — ^they learn all kinds of 
wickedness, and would grow up to be no better than 
pickpockets, if they were let often to consort with the 
httle vagabonds they find in the streets. So what to 
dQ better for them I don't know." 



10 TALES OF FASHIONABLE LIFE. 

The poor mother sat down upon the fallen press^ 
looked at Victoire, and wept bitterly. Madame de 
Fleury was struck with compassion : but she did not 
satisfy her feelings merely by words of comfort> or by 
the easy donation of some money — she resolved to do 
something more^ and something better. 



CHAPTER II. 



" Come often, then ; for haply in my bow'r 

Amusement, knowledge, wisdom, thou mayst gain : 
If I one soul improve, I have not liv'd in vain." 

Beat TIE. 

It is not so easy to do good as those who have 
never attempted it may imagine; and they who 
without consideration follow the mere instinct of 
pity, often by their imprudent generosity create evils 
more pernicious to society than any which they par- 
tially remedy. '^ Warm Charity, the general friend," 
may become the general enemy, unless she consults 
her head as well as her heart. Whilst she pleases 
herself with the idea that she daily feeds hundreds of 
the poor, she is perhaps preparing want and famine 
for thousands. Whilst she delights herself with the 
anticipation of gratitude for her bounties, she is often 
exciting only unreasonable expectations, inducing 
habits of dependence, and submission to slavery. 

Those who wish to do good should attend to ex- 
perience, from whom they may receive lessons upon 
the largest scale that time and numbers can afford. 

Madame de Fleury was aware that neither. a be* 



MADAME DE FLEURY. II 

nevolent disposition nor a large fortune was sufficient 
to enable her to be of real service, without the con- 
stant exercise of her judgment. She had therefore 
listened with deference to the conversation of well- 
informed men upon those subjects on which ladies 
have not always the means or the wish to acquire ex- 
tensive and accurate knowledge. Though a Parisian 
belle, she had read with attention some of those books 
which are generally thought too dry or too deep for 
her sex. Consequently her benevolence was neither 
wild in theory, nor precipitate nor ostentatious in 
practice. 

Touched w;ith compassion for a little girl, whose 
arm had been accidentally broken, and shocked by 
the discovery of the confinement and the dangers to 
which numbers of children in Paris were doomed, 
she did not make a parade of her sensibility. She 
did not talk of her feelings in fine sentences to a 
circle of opulent admirers, nor did she project for the 
relief of the little sufferers some magnificent establish- 
ment, which she could not execute nor superintend. 
She was contented with attempting only what she 
had reasonable hopes of accomplishing. 

The gift of education she believed to be more ad- 
vantageous than the gift of money to the poor ; as it 
ensures the means both of future subsistence and hap- 
piness. But the application even of this incontro- 
vertible principle requires caution and judgment. 
To crowd numbers of children into a place called a 
school, to abandon them to the management of any 
person called a schoolmaster or a schoolmistress, is 
not sufficient to secure the blessings of a good edu- 
cation. Madame de Fleury was sensible that the 
greatest care is necessary in the choice of the person 
to whom young childien are to \)e m\,iu^X^^\ ^aSi 
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knew that only a certain number can be properly 
directed by one superintendent; and that by at- 
tempting to do too much^ she might do nothing, or 
worse than nothing. Her school was formed^ there- 
fore^ on a small scale^ which she could enlarge to any 
extent^ if it should be found to succeed. From some 
of the families of poor people^ who in earning their 
bread are obliged to spend most of the day from home^ 
she selected twelve little girls, of whom Victoire was 
the eldest^ and she was between six and seven. 

The person under whose care madame de Fleury 
wished to place these children was a nun of the 
Sceurs de la Chariti, with whose simplicity of cha- 
racter, benevolence, and mild^ steady temper, she was 
thoroughly acquainted. Sister Frances was delighted 
with the plan. Any scheme that promised td be of 
service to her fellow-creatures was sure of meeting 
with her approbation ; but this suited her taste pe- 
culiarly, because she was extremely fond of children. 
No young person had ever boarded six months at her 
convent without becoming attached to good sister 
Frances. 

The period of which we are writing was some 
years before convents were abolished ; but the strict- 
ness of their rules had in many instances been con- 
siderably relaxed. Without much difficulty, per- 
mission was obtained from the abbess for our nun to 
devote her time during the day to the care of these 
poor children, upon condition that she should re- 
gularly return to her convent every night before even- 
ing prayers. The house which madame de Fleury 
chose for her little school was in an airy part of the 
town ; it did not face the street, but was separated 
from other buildings at the back of a court, retired 
j5wfl7 noise and bustle. The two rooms intended for 
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the occupation of the children were neat and clean^ 
but perfectly simple^ with whitewashed walls> fur- 
nished only with wooden stools and benches, and 
plain deal tables. The kitchen was well lighted (for 
light is essential to cleanliness), and it was provided 
with utensils ; and for these appropriate places were 
allotted, to give the habit and the taste of order. 
The school-room opened into a garden larger than is 
usually seen in towns. The nun, who had been ac- 
customed to purchase provision for her convent, un- 
dertook to prepare dadly for the children breakfast 
and dinner ; they were to sup and sleep at their re- 
spective homes. Their parents were to take them to 
sister Frances every morning, when they went out to 
work, and to call for them upon their return home 
every evening. By this arrangement, the natural 
ties of affection and intimacy between the children 
and their parents would not be loosened ; they would 
be separate only at the time when their absence must 
be inevitable. Madame de Fleury thought, that any 
education, which estranges children entirely from 
their parents, must be fundamentally erroneous; that 
such a separation must tend to destroy that sense of 
filial affection and duty, and those principles of do- 
mestic subordination, on which so many of the in- 
terests, and much of the virtue and happiness, of 
society depend. The parents of these poor children 
were eager to trust them to her care, and they 
strenuously endeavoured to promote what they per- 
ceived to be entirely to their advantage. They pro- 
mised to take their daughters to school punctually 
every morning — a promise which was likely to be 
kept, as a good breakfast was to be ready at a certain 
tamr, and not to wait for any body. The parents 
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looked forward with pleasure also to the idea of calling 
f(W their little girls at the end of their day's labour^ 
and of taking them home to their family supper. 
During the intermediate hours, the children were 
constantly to be employed, or in exercise. It was 
difficult to provide suitable employments for their 
early age ; but even the youngest of those admitted 
could be taught to wind balls of cotton, thread, and 
silk, for haberdashers ; or they could shell peas and 
beans, &c. for a neighbouring traiteur; or they could 
weed in a garden. The next in age could learn 
knitting and plain- work, reading, writing, and arith- 
metic. As the girls should grow up, they were to be 
made useful in the care of the house. Sister Frances 
said she could teach them to wash and iron, and that 
she would make them as skilful in cookery as she was 
herself. This last was doubtless a rash promise; for 
in most of the mysteries of the culinary art, especially 
in the medical branches of it, in making savoury 
messes palatable to the sick, few could hope to equal 
the neat-handed sister Frances. She had a variety of 
other accomplishments — ^but her humility and good 
sense forbade her, upon the present occasion, to men- 
tion these. She said nothing of embroidery, or of 
painting, or of cutting out paper, or of carving in 
ivory, though in all these she excelled : her cuttings 
out in paper were exquisite as the finest lace ; her 
embroidered housewives, and her painted boxes, and 
her fan-mounts, and her curiously-wrought ivory 
toys, had obtained for her the highest reputation in 
the convent, amongst the best judges in the world. 
Those only who have philosophically studied and 
thoroughly understand the nature of fame and vanity 
can justly appreciate the self-denial, or magnanimity. 
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of sister Frances^ in forbearing to enumerate or boast 
of these things. She alluded to them but once^ and 
in the slightest and most humble manner. 

" These little creatures are too young for us to 
think of teaching them any thing but plain- work at 
present ; but if hereafter any of them should show a 
superior genius^ we can cultivate it properly ! Heaven 
has been pleased to endow me with the means — at 
least our convent says so." 

The actions of sister Frances showed as much mo- 
deration as her words ; for though she was strongly 
tempted to adorn her new dwelling with those speci- 
mens of her skilly which had long been the glory of 
her apartment in the convent, yet she resisted the 
impulse^ and contented herself with hanging over the 
chinmey-piece of her school-room a Madonna of her 
own painting. 

The day arrived when she was to receive her pupils 
in their new habitation. When the children entered 
the rooiri for the first time^ they paid the Madonna the 
homage of their unfeigned admiration. Involuntarily 
the little crowd stopped short at th^ sight of the pic- 
ture. Some dormant emotions of human vanity were 
iU)w awakened — played for a moment about the heart 
of sister Frances— and may be forgiven. Her vanity 
was innocent and transient^ her benevolence perma- 
nent and useful. Repressing the vain-glory of an 
artist^ as she fixed her eyes upon the Madonna her 
thoughts rose to higher objects^ and she seized this 
happy moment to impress upon the minds of her 
young pupils their first religious ideas and feelings. 
There was such unafifected piety in her manner^ such 
goodness in her countenance^ such persuasion in her 
voice^ and simplicity in her words^ that the impression 
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she made was at once serious, pleasing, and not to be 
effaced. Much depends upon the moQient and the 
manner in which the first notions of religion are com- 
municated to children : if these ideas be connected 
with terror, and produced when the mind is sullen 
or in a state of dejection, the future religious feelings 
are sometimes of a gloomy, dispiriting sort ; but if 
the first impression be made when the heart is ex- 
panded by hope or touched by affection^ these emo- 
tions are happily and permanently associated with 
religion. This ^ould be particularly attended to by 
those who undertake the instruction of the childxen 
of the poor, who must lead a life of labour^ and can 
seldom have leisure or inclination^ when arrived at 
years of discretion, to re-examine the principles early 
infused into their minds. They cannot^ in their 
riper age, conquer, by reason, those superstitious 
terrors, or bigoted prejudices, which render their 
victims miserable, or perhaps criminal. To attempt 
to rectify any errors in the foundation, after an edifice 
has been constructed, is dangerous : the foundation^ 
therefore, should be laid with care. The religious 
opinions of sister Frances were strictly united with 
just rules of morality, strongly enforcing, as the es- 
sential means of obtaining present and future hap- 
piness, the practice of the social virtues ; so that no 
good or wise persons, however they might difier &om 
her in modes of faith, could doubt the beneficial in- 
fluence of her general principles, or disapprove of the 
manner in which they were inculcated. 

Detached from every other worldly interest^ this 
benevolent nun devoted all her earthly thoughts to 
the children, of whom she had undertaken the 
charge. She watched over them with unceasing 

4 
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vigilance^ whilst diffidence of her own abilities was 
happily supported by her high opinion of madame 
de Fleury's judgment. This lady constantly visited 
her pupils every week ; not in the hasty, negligent 
manner, in which fine ladies sometimes visit charita- 
ble institutions, imagining that the honour of their 
presence is to work miracles, and that every thing 
will go on rightly when they have said, ^' Let it he 
so;*' or, ^^ I must have it so" Madame de Fleury's 
visits were not of this dictatorial or cursory nature. 
Not minutes, but hours, she devoted to these chil- 
dren—she who could charm by the grace of her man- 
ners, and delight by the elegance of her conversation, 
the most polished circles* and the best-informed so- 
cieties of Paris, preferred to the glory of being ad- 
mired the pleasure of being useful : — 

'' Her life, as lovely as her face, 
Each daty mark'd with every grace ; 
Her native sense improved by reading, 
Her native sweetness by good-breeding." 

* It was of this lady that Marmontel said — ^' She has the art 
of making the most common thoughts appear new, and the most 
uncommon, simple, by the elegance and clearness of her ex- 
pressions." 



VOL. nil. 
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CHAPTER III. 

^' Ah me ! how much I fear lest pride it be : 
But if that pride it be, which thus inspires, 
Beware, ye dames ! with nice discernment see 
Ye quench not too the sparks of nobler fires." 

Shenstove. 

. By repeated observation, and by attending to the 
minute reports of sister Frances, madame de Fleury 
soon became acquainted with the habits and temper 
of each individual in this little society. The most 
intelligent and the most amiable of these children 
was Victoire. Whence her superiority arose, whether 
her abilities were naturally more vivacious than those 
of her companions, or whether they had been more 
early developed by accidental excitation, we cannot 
pretend to determine, lest we should involve ourselves 
in the intricate question respecting natural genius — 
a metaphysical point, which we shall not in this place 
stop to discuss. Till the world has an accurate phi- 
losophical dictionary (a work not to be expected in less 
than half a dozen centuries), this question will never 
be decided to general satisfaction. In the mean time, 
we may proceed with our story. 

Deep was the impression made on Victoire's heart 
by the kindness that madame de Fleury showed her 
at the time her arm was broken ; and her gratitude 
was expressed with all the enthusiastic ybwrfwe^j of 
childhood. Whenever she spoke or heard of madame 
de Fleury, her countenance became interested and 
animated, in a degree that would have astonished 
a cool English spectator. Every morning her first 
question to sister Frances was— *^ Will she come to- 
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day ?" — If madame de Fleury was expected, the hours 
and the minutes were counted, and the sand in the 
hourglass that stood on the school-room table was 
frequently shaken. The moment she appeared, Vic- 
toire ran to her, and was silent ; satisfied with stand- 
ing close beside her, holding her gown when unper- 
ceived, and watching, as she spoke and moved, every 
turn of her countenance. Delighted by these marks 
of sensibility, sister Frances would have praised the 
child, but was warned by madame de Fleury to re- 
frain from injudicious eulogiums, lest she should teach 
her affectation. 

" If I must not praise, you will permit me at least 
to love her," said sister Frances. 

Her affection for Victoire was increased by com- 
passion: during two months the poor child's arm 
hung in a sling, so that she could not venture to play 
with her companions. At their hours of recreation, 
she used to sit on the school-room steps, looking 
down into the garden at the scene of merriment, in 
which she could not partake. 

For those who know how to find it, there is gix>d 
in every thing. Sister Frances used to take her seat 
on the steps, sometimes with her work, and some- 
times with a book ; and Victoire, tired of being quite 
idle, listened with eagerness to the stories which sister 
Frances read, or watched with interest the progress 
of her work : soon she longed to imitate what she saw 
done with so much pleasure, and begged to be taught 
to work and read. By degrees, she learned her alpha- 
bet ; and could soon, to the amazement of her school- 
fellows, read the names of all the animals in sister 
Frances's picture hook. No matter how trifling the 
thing done, or the knowledge acquired, a great point 
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is gained by giving the desire for employment 
Children frequently become industrious from im- 
patience of the pains and penalties of idleness. Count 
Rumford showed that he understood childish nature 
perfectly weU^ when^ in his house of industry at 
Munich^ he compelled the young children to sit for 
some time idle in a gallery round the hall^ where 
others a little older than themselves were busied at 
work. During Victoire's state of idle convalescence, 
she acquired the desire to be employed^ and she con-^ 
sequently soon became more industrious than h& 
neighbours. Succeeding in her first efforts, she was 
praised — ^was pleased, and persevered till she became 
an example of activity to her companions. But Vic- 
toire, though now nearly seven years old, was not 
quite perfect. Naturally, or accidentally, she was 
very passionate, and not a little self-willed. 

One day being mounted, horsemanlike, with whip 
in hand upon the banister of the flight of stairs lead* 
ing from the school-room to the garden, she called 
in a tone of triumph to her play-fellows, desiring 
them to stand out of the way, and see her slide from 
top to bottom. At this moment sister Frances came 
to the school-room door, and forbade the feat: but 
Victoire, regardless of all prohibition, slid down in- 
stantly, and moreover was going to repeat the glorious 
operation, when sister Frances, catching hold of her 
arm, pointed to a heap of sharp stoaes that lay on 
the ground upon the other side of the banisters. 

" I am not afraid," said Victoire. 

'^ But if you fall there, you may break your arm 
again." 

^' And if I do, I can bear it," said Victoire. *' Let 
me go, pray let me go— I must do it." 
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" No ; I forbid you, Victoire, to slide down again! 
— Babet, and all the little ones, would follow your 
example, and perhaps break their necks." 

The nun, as she spoke, attempted to compel Vic- 
toire to dismount : but she was so much of a heroine, 
that she would do nothing upon compulsion. Cling- 
ing fast to the banisters, she resisted with all her 
might ; she kicked and screamed, and screamed and 
kicked ; but at last her feet were taken prisoners : 
then grasping the railway with one hand, with the 
other she brandished high the little whip. 

'^ What !" said the mild nun, *' would you strike 
me with that arm ?" 

The arm dropped instantly — ^Victoire recollected 
madame de Fleury's kindness the day when the arm 
was broken: dismounting immediately, she threw 
herself upon her knees in the midst of the crowd of 
young spectators, and begged pardon of sister Frances. 
For the rest of the day she was as gentle as a lamb ; 
nay, some assert that the effects of her contrition were 
visible during the remainder of the week. 

Having thus found the secret of reducing the little 
rebel to obedience by touching her on the tender point 
of gratitude, the nun had recourse to this expedient 
in all perilous cases: but one day, when she was 
boasting of the infallible operation of her charm, 
madame de Fleury advised her to forbear recurring to 
it frequently, lest she should wear out the sensibility 
she so much loved. In consequence of this counsel, 
Victoire's violence of temper was sometimes reduced 
by force, and sometimes corrected by reason ; but the 
principle and the feeling of gratitude were not ex- 
hausted or weakened in the struggle. The hope of 
reward operated upon her generous mind more power- 
fully than the fear of punishment ; ani TcvaAaxsv^ \^ 
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Fleury devised rewards with as much ability as some 
legislators invent punishments. 

Victoire's brother Maurice, who was now of an 
age to earn his own breads had a strong desire to be 
bound apprentice to the smith who worked in the 
house where his mother lodged. This most ardent 
wish of his soul he had imparted to his sister : and 
she consulted her benefactress, whom she considered 
as all-powerful in this, as in every other affair. 
• '^ Your brother's wish shall be accomplished," re- 
plied madame de Fleury, " if you can keep your 
temper one month. If you are never in a passion 
for a whole month, I will undertake that your brother 
shall be bound apprentice to his friend the smith. 
To your companions, to sister Frances, and above all 
to yourself, I trust, to make me a just report this day 
month." 



CHAPTER IV. 



" You she preferred to all the gay resorts. 
Where female vanity might wish to shine, 
The pomp of cities, and the pride of courts." 

LTTTELTOir. 

At the end of the time prescribed, the judges, in- 
cluding Victoire herself, who was the most severe of 
them all, agreed she had justly deserved her reward. 
Maurice obtained his wish; and Victoire's temper 
never relapsed into its former bad habits — so power- 
ful is the effect of a well-chosen motive ! — Perhaps 
the historian may be blamed for dwelling on such 
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trivial anecdotes; yet a lady, who was accustomed 
to the conversation of deep philosophers and polished 
courtiers, listened without disdain to these simple 
annals. Nothing appeared to her a trifle that could 
tend to form the habits of temper, truth, honesty, 
order, and industry ; — ^habits, which are to be early 
induced, not by solemn precepts, but by practical 
lessons. A few more examples of these shall be re- 
corded, notwithstanding the fear of being tiresome. 

One day little Babet, who was now five years old, 
saw, as she was coming to school, an old woman sit- 
ting at a corner of the street, beside a large black 
brazier full of roasted chestnuts. Babet thought 
that the chestnuts looked and smelled very good; 
the old woman was talking earnestly to some people, 
who were on her other side ; Babet filled her work- 
bag ^vith chestnuts, and then ran after her mother 
and sister, who, having turned the corner of the street, 
had not seen what passed. When Babet came to 
the school-room, she opened her bag with triumph; 
displayed her treasure, and offered to divide it with 
her companions. " Here, Victoire," said she, " here 
is the largest chestnut for you." 

But Victoire would not take 'it ; for she said that 
Babet had no money, and that she could not have 
come honestly by these chestnuts. She spoke so 
forcibly upon this point, that even those who had 
the tempting morsel actually at their lips, forbore to 
bite; those who had bitten, laid down their half- 
eaten prize ; and those who had their hands full of 
chestnuts, rolled them back again towards the bag. 
Babet cried with vexation. 

^' I burned my fingers in getting them for you, 
and now you won't eat them ! — Nor I must not eat 
them!" said she: then curbing liet i^^ai&VoU) ^<& 
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added^ ^* But at any rate^ I won't be a thief. I am 
sure I did not think it was being a thief just to take 
a few chestnuts from an old woman> who had suoh 
heaps and heaps : but Victoire says it is wrongs and 
I would not be a thief for all the chestnuts in 
the world — I'll throw them all into the fire this 
minute !" 

'^ No ; give them back again to the old woman," 
said Victoire. 

" But maybe, she would scold me for having taken 
them," said Babet ; ^' or who knows but she might 
whip me ?" 

'^ And if she did, could not you bear it ?" said 
Victoire : " I am sure I would rather bear twenty 
whippings than be a thief." 

" Twenty whippings ! that's a great many," said 
Babet; '^ and I am so little, consider — and that 
woman has such a monstrous arm ! — ^Now if it was 
sister Frances,' it would be another thing. But come ! 
if you will go with me, Victoire, you shall see how I 
will behave." 

*' We will all go with you," said Victoire. 

" Yes, all !" said the children ; " and sister Frances, 
I dare say, would go, if you asked her." 

Babet ran and told her, and she readily consented 
to accompany the little penitent to make restitution. 
The chestnut woman did not whip Babet, nor even 
scold her ; but said she was sure, that since the child 
was so honest as to return what she had taken, she 
would never steal again. This was the most glorious 
day of Babet's life, and the happiest. When the 
circumstance was told to madame de Fleury, she 
have the little girl a bag of the best chestnuts the old 
woman could select, and Babet with great delight 
shared her reward with her compaidon^. 
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'* But^ alas ! these chestnuts are not roasted. O ! 
if we could but roast them !" said the children. 

Sister Frances placed in the middle of the table^ on 
which the chestnuts were spread^ a small earthenware 
furnace — a delightful toy^ commonly used by children 
in Paris to cook their little feasts. 

^' This can be bought for sixpence^" said she : '^ and 
if each -of you twelve earn one halfpenny a-piece to- 
day^ you can purchase it to-night^ and I will put a 
little fire into it^ and you will then be able to roast 
your chestnuts." 

The children ran eagerly to their work — some to 
wind worsted for a woman who paid them a Hard 
for each ball^ others to shell peas for a neighbouring 
traiteur — all rejoicing that they were able to earn 
t&mething. The elder girls^ under the directions and 
with the assistance of sister Frances^ completed 
making, washings and ironing, half a dozen little 
caps^ to supply a baby-linen warehouse. At the end 
of the day, when the sum of the produce of their 
labours was added together, they were surprised to 
find, that, instead of one, they could purchase two 
furnaces. They received and enjoyed the reward of 
their united industry. The success of their first 
effotts was fixed in their memory: for they were 
very happy roasting the chestnuts, and they were all 
(sister Frances inclusive) unanimous in opinion that 
no chestnuts ever were so good, or so well roasted. 
Sister Frances always partook in their little innocent 
amusements ; and it was her great delight to be the 
dispenser of rewards, which at once conferred present 
pleasure, and cherished future virtue. 
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CHAPTER V. 



" To virtue wake the pulses of the heart, 
And bid the tear of emulation start." 

ROGEBS. 

ViCTOiRE, who gave constant exercise to the be- 
nevolent feelings of the amiable i\jjp, became every 
day more dear to her. Far from having the selfish- 
ness of a favourite, Victoire loved to bring into 
public notice the good actions of her companions. 
" Stoop down your ear to me, sister Frances," said 
she, '' and I will tell you a secret — I will tell you 
why my friend Annette is growing so thin — I found 
it out this morning — she does not eat above half her 
soup every day. Look, there's her porringer covered 
up in the corner — she carries it home to her mother, 
who is sick, and who has not bread to eat." 

Madame de Fleury came in, whilst sister Frances 
was yet bending down to hear this secret; it was 
repeated to her; and she immediately ordered that 
a certain allowance of bread should be given to An- 
nette every day to carry to her mother during her 
illness. 

" I give it in charge to you, Victoire, to remember 
this, and I am sure it will never be forgotten. Herfe 
is an order for you upon my baker : run and show it 
to Annette. This is a pleasure you deserve ; I am 
glad that you have chosen for your friend a girl who 
is so good a daughter. Good daughters make good 
friends." 
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By similar instances of goodness Victoire obtained 
the love and confidence of her companions^ notwith- 
standing her manifest superiority. In their turn, 
they were eager to proclaim her merits ; and as sister 
Frances and madame de Fleury administered justice 
with invariable impartiality, the hateful passions of 
envy and jealousy were never excited in this little 
society. No servile sycophant, no malicious detractor, 
could rob or defraud their little virtues of their due 
reward. 

' " Whom shall I trust to take this to madame de 
Fleury ?" said sister Frances, carrying into the garden 
where the children were playing a pot of fine jon- 
quils, which she had brought from her convent. — 
^' These are the first jonquils I have seen this year, 
and finer I never beheld! Whom shall I trust to 
take them to madame de Fleury this evening ? — It 
must be some one who will not stop to stare about on 
the way, but who wiU be very, very careful — some 
one in whom I can place perfect dependence." 

'* It must be Victoire, then," cried every voice. 

'* Yes, she deserves it to-day particularly," said 
Annette, eagerly, " because she was not angry with 
Babet^ when she did what was enough to put any 
body in a passion. Sister Frances, you know this 
cherry-tree which you grafted for Victoire last year, 
and that was yesterday so full of blossoms — now you 
see, there is not a blossom left ! — Babet plucked them 
all this morning to make a nosegay." 

" But she did not know," said Victoire, " that 
pulling off the blossoms would prevent my having 
any cherries." 

** O, I am very sorry I was so foolish," said Babet ; 
^^ Victoire did not even say a cross word to me." 

" Though she was excessively anidou^ ^ovxX. ^<i 
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cherries/' pursued Annette^ " because she intended 
to have given the first she had to madame de Fleuiy." 

" Victoire, take the jonquils — it is but just," said 
sister Frances. " How I do love to hear them all 
praise her ! — I knew what' she would be from the 
first." 

With a joyful heart Victoire took the jonquils, 
promised to carry them with the utmost care> and 
not to stop to stare on the way. She set out to 
madame de Fleury's hotel, which was in La Place 
de Louis Quinze, It was late in the evening, the 
lamps were lighting, and as Victoire crossed the 
Point de Louis Seize, she stopped to look at the re- 
flection of the lamps in the water, which appeared in 
succession, as they were lighted, spreading as if by 
magic along the river. While Victoire leaned over 
the battlements of the bridge, watching the rising of 
these stars of fire, a sudden push from the elbow of 
some rude passenger precipitated her, pot of jonquils 
into the Seine. The sound it made in the water was 
thunder to the ear of Victoire; she stood for an instant 
vainly hoping it would rise again, but the waters had 
closed over it for ever. 

'^ Dans cet etat afiireux, que faire ? 
Mon devoir.'* 

Victoire courageously proceeded to madame de 
Fleury's, and desired to see her. 

'' D'abord c'est impossible — ^madame is dressing to 
go to a concert ;" said Frangois. ^^ Cannot you leave 
your message ?" 

*' O no," said Victoire ; '^ it is of great consequence 
-»I must see hen myself; and she is so good, and 
you too, monsieur Frangois, that I am sure you will 
not refuse" 
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" Well, I remember one day you found the seal 
of my watch, which I dropped at your school-room 
door— one good turn deserves another. If it is pos- 
sible, it shall be done — I will inquire of madame's 
woman." — '* Follo\^ me up stairs/' said he, returning 
in a few minutes ; " madame will see you." 

She followed him up the large staircase, and through 
a suite of apartments sufficiently grand to intimidate 
her young imagination. 

^^ Madame est dans son cabinet. Entrez — mais 
entrez done, entrez toujours." 

Madame de Fleury was more richly dressed than 
usual; and her image was reflected in the large 
looking-glass, so that at the first moment Victoire 
thought she saw many fine ladies, but not one of them 
the lady she wanted. 

'* Well, Victoire, my child, what is the matter }" 

'^ O, it is her voice ! — I know you now, madame, 
and I am not afraid— not afraid even to tell you how 
foolish I have been. Sister Frances trusted me to 
carry for you, madame, a beautiful pot of jonquils, 
and she desired me not to stop on the way to stare ; 
but I did stop to look at the lamps on the bridge, 
and I forgot the jonquils, and somebody brushed by 
me, and threw them into the river — and I am very 
sorry I was so foolish." 

^^ And I am very glad that you are so wise as to 
tell the truth, without attempting to make any paltry 
excuses. Go home to sister Frances, and assure her 
that I am more obliged to her for making you such 
an honest girl than I could be for a whole bed of 
jonquils." 

Victoire's heart was so full that she could not speak 
-Hshe kissed madame de Fleury's hand in silence. 
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and then seemed to be lost in contemplation of her 
bracelet. 

" Are you thinking, Victoire, that you should be 
much happier, if you had such bracelets as these ? — 
Believe me, you are mistaken if you think so ; many 
people are unhappy, who wear fine bracelets ; so, my 
child, content yourself." 

" Myself ! O madam, I was not thinking of myself — 
I was not wishing for bracelets — ^I was only thinking 

that " 

^' That what?" 

" That it is a pity you are so very rich ; you have 
every thing in this world that you want, and I can 
never be of the least use to yofu — all my life I shall^ 
never be able to do you any good — and what," said 
Victoire, turning away to hide her tears, ^' what sig- 
nifies the gratitude of such a poor little creature as I 
am ?" 

^* Did you never hear the fable of the lion and the 
mouse, Victoire?' 

" No, madam — never !' 
*' Then I will tell it to you. 
Victoire looked up with eyes of eager expectation 
— Frangois opened the door to announce that the 

marquis de M and the comte de S— were in 

the saloon ; but madame de Fleury staid to tell Vic- 
toire her fable — she would not lose the opportunity 
of making an impression upon this child's heart. 

It is whilst the mind is warm that the deepest im- 
pressions can be made. Seizing the happy moment 
sometimes decides the character and the fate of a 
child. In this respect what advantages have the rich 
and great in educating the children of the poor ! they 
have the power which their rank, and all its decora- 



it 
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tions^ obtain over the imagination. Their smiles are 
favours ; their words are listened to as oracular ; they 
are looked up to as beings of a superior order. Their 
powers of working good are almost as great, though 
not quite so wonderful, as those formerly attributed 
to beneficent fairies. 



CHAPTER VI. 

" Knowledge for them unlocks her useful page, 
And virtue blossoms for a better age." 

Babbauld. 

A FEW days after madame de Fleury had told 
Victoire the fable of the lion and the mouse, she was 
informed by sister Frances that Victoire had put the 
fable into verse. It was wonderfully well done for a 
child of nine years old, and madame de Fleury was 
tempted to praise the lines ; but, checking the en- 
thusiasm of the moment, she considered whether it 
would be advantageous to cultivate her pupil's talents 
for poetry. Excellence in the poetic art cannot be 
obtained without a degree of application for which a 
girl in her situation could not have leisure. To en- 
courage her to become a mere rhyming scribbler, 
without any chance of obtaining celebrity or securing 
subsistence, would be folly and cruelty. Early pro- 
digies, in the lower ranks of life, are seldom perma- 
nently successful; they are cried up one day, and 
cried down the next. Their productions rarely have 
that superiority which secures a fair preference in the 
great literary market. Their performances are, per- 
haps, said to be — wonderful^ all things cousxdeTed, 
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Sfc. Charitable allowances are made ; the books are 
purchased by associations of complaisant friends or 
opulent patrons ; a kind of forced demand is raised^ 
but this can be only temporary and delusive. In 
spite of bounties and of all the arts of protection, 
nothing but what is intrinsically good will long be 
preferred^ when it must be purchased. But granting 
that positive excellence is attained^ there is always 
danger that for works of fancy the taste of the public 
may suddenly vary ; there is a fashion in these things ; 
and when the mode changes^ the mere literary manu- 
facturer is thrown out of employment ; he is unable 
to turn his hand to another trade^ or to any but his 
own peculiar branch of the business. The powers of 
the mind are often partially cultivated in these self- 
taught geniuses. We often see that one part of their 
understanding is nourished to the prejudice of the 
rest — ^the imagination^ for instance^ at the expense of 
the judgment; so that, whilst they have acquired 
talents for show, they have none for use. In the 
affairs of common life, they are utterly ignorant and 
imbecile — or worse than imbecile. Early called into 
public notice, probably before their moral habits are 
formed, they are extolled for some play of fancy or of 
wit, as Bacon calls it, some juggler's trick of the in- 
tellect ; immediately they take an aversion to plodding 
labour, they feel raised above their situation ;, pos^ 
sessed by the notion that genius exempts them, not 
only from labour, but from vulgar rules of prudence, 
they soon disgrace themselves by their conduct, are 
deserted by their patrons, and sink into despair, or 
plunge into profligacy*. 

Convinced of these melancholy truths, madame de 



To these observations there are honourable exceptions. 
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Fleury was determined not to add to the number of 
those imprudent or ostentatious patrons^ who sacrifice 
to their own amusement and vanity the future happi- 
ness of their favourites. Victoire's verses were not 
handed about in fashionable circles^ nor was she called 
upon to recite them before a brilliant audience^ nor 
was she produced in public as a prodigy ; she was 
educated in private^ and by slow and sure degrees, to 
be a good, useful, and happy member of society. 
Upon the same principles which decided madame de 
Fleury against encouraging Victoire to be a poetess, 
she refrained from giving any of her little pupils ac- 
complishments unsuited to their situation. Some had 
a fine ear for music, others showed powers of dancing ; 
but they were taught neither dancing nor music — 
talents which in their station were more likely to be 
dangerous than serviceable. They were not intended 
for actresses or opera-girls, but for shop-girls, mantua- 
makers, work- women, and servants of different sorts ; 
consequently they were instructed in things which 
would be most necessary and useful to young women 
in their rank of life. Before they were ten years old, 
they could do all kinds of plain needlework, they 
could read and write well, and they were mistresses 
of the common rules of arithmetic. After this age, 
they were practised by a writing-master in drawing 
out bills neatly, keeping accounts, and applying to 
every-day use their knowledge of arithmetic. Some 
were taught by a laundress to wash, and get up fine 
linen and lace ; others were instructed by a neigh- 
bouring traiteur in those culinary mysteries, with 
which sister Frances was unacquainted. In sweet- 
meats and confectionaries she yielded to no one ; and 
she made her pupils as expert as herself. Those who 
were intended for ladies' maids were ta\ig)\t m^i\X\v^« 

VOL, VJJI. "D 
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makings and had lessons from madame de Fleury's 
own woman in hairdressing. 

Amongst her numerous friends and acquaintanees, 
and amongst the shopkeepers whom she was in the 
habit of employing, madame de Fleury had means of 
placing and establishing her pupils suitably and ad- 
vantageously : of this both they and their parents 
were aware^ so that there was a constant and great 
motive operating continually to induce them to exert 
themselves^ and to behave well. This reasonable hope 
of reaping the fruits of their education^ and of being 
immediately rewarded for their good conduct; this 
perception of the connexion between what they are 
taught and what they are to become^ is necessary to 
make young people assiduous : for want of attending 
to these principles^ many splendid establishments have 
failed to produce pupils answerable to the expecta- 
tions which had been formed of them. 

During seven years that madame de Fleury per- 
severed uniformly on the same plan^ only one girl 
forfeited her protection — a girl of the name of Manon ; 
she was Victoire's cousin^ but totally unlike her in 
character. 

When very youngs her beautiful eyes and hair 
caught the fancy of a rich lady^ who took her into 
her family as a sort of humble playfellow for her 
children. She was taught to dance and to sing : she 
soon excelled in these accomplishments^ and was ad- 
mired^ and produced as a prodigy of talent. The 
lady of the house gave hersehF great credit for having 
discerned^ and having brought forward, such talents. 
Manon's moral character was in the mean time n^- 
lected. In this house^ where there was a constant. 
scene of hurry and dissipation^ the child had frequent 
^portunitiea and temptations to be dishonest. For 
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some time she was not detected ; her caressing man- 
ners pleased her patroness^ and servile compliance 
with the humours of the children of the family secured 
their good- will. Encouraged by daily petty successes 
in the arts of deceit, she became a complete hypocrite. 
With culpable negligence^ her mistress trusted im- 
plicitly to appearances ; and without examining whe- 
ther idle was really honest, slie suffered her to have 
free access to unlocked drawers and valuable cabinets. 
Several articles of dress were missed from time to 
time; but Manon managed so artfully^ that she 
averted from herself all suspicion. Emboldened by 
this fatal impunity, she at last attempted depredations 
of more importance. She purloined a valuable snuff- 
box — ^was detected in disposing of the broken parts of 
it at a pawnbroker's, and was immediately discarded 
in disgrace ; but by her tears, and vehement expres- 
sions of remorse, she so far worked upon the weak- 
ness of the lady of the house, as to prevail upon her 
to conceal the circumstance that occasioned her dis- 
missal. Some months afterwards Manon, pleading 
that she was thoroughly reformed, obtained from this 
lady a recommendation to madame de Fleury's school. 
It is wonderful that people, who in other respects 
profess and practise integrity, can be so culpably 
weak as to give good characters to those who do not 
deserve them : this is really one of the worst species 
of forgery. Imposed upon by this treacherous re- 
commendation, madame de Fleury received into the 
midst of her innocent young pupils one who might 
have corrupted their minds secretly and irrecoverably. 
Fortunately a discovery was made in time of Manon's 
real disposition. A mere trifle led to the detection 
of her habits of fedsehood. As she could not do any 
kind of needJeirark, she was employed, m N<im^x^ 
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cotton ; she was negligent^ and did not in the course 
of the week wind the same number of balls as her 
companions ; and to conceal this^ she pretended that 
she had delivered the proper number to the woman^ 
who regularly called at the end of the week for the 
cotton. The woman persisted in her account; the 
children in theirs ; and Manon would not retract her 
assertion. The poor woman gave up the point ; but 
she declared that she would the next time send her 
brother to make up the account, because he was 
sharper than herself, and would not be imposed upon 
so easily. The ensuing week the brother came, and 
he proved to be the very pawnbroker to whom Manon 
formerly offered the stolen box : he knew her imme- 
diately ; it was in vain that she attempted to puzzle 
him, and to persuade him that she was not the same 
person. The man was clear and firm. Sister Frances 
could scarcely believe what she heard. Struck with 
horror, the children shrunk back from Manon, and 
stood in silence. Madame de Fleury immediately 
wrote to the lady who had recommended this girl, 
and inquired into the truth of the pawnbroker's as- 
sertions. The lady, who had given Manon a fidse 
character, could not deny the facts, and could apolo- 
gize for herself only by saying, that " she believed 
the girl to be partly reformed, and that she hoped, 
under madame de Fleury's judicious care, she would 
become an amiable and resectable woman." 

Madame de Fleury, however, wisely judged, that 
the hazard of corrupting all her pupils should not be 
incurred for the slight chance of correcting one, whose 
bad habits were of such long standing. Manon was 
expelled from this happy little community — even 
sister Frances, the most mild of human beings, could 
never think of the danger to wlaicbi they had been 
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exposed without expressing indignation against the 
lady who recommended such a girl as a fit companion 
for her blameless and beloved pupils. 



CHAPTER VII. 



*'^ Alas ! r^ardless of their doom, 
The little victims play : 
No sense have they of ills to come, 
No care beyond to-day." 



Gray. 



Good legislators always attend to the habits^ and 
what is called the genius^ of the people they have to 
govern. From youth to age, the taste for whatever 
is called unejite pervades the whole French nation. 
Madame de Fleury availed herself judiciously of this 
powerful motive, and connected it with the feelings 
of afifection more than with the passion for show. For 
instance, when any of her little people had done any 
thing particularly worthy of reward, she gave them 
leave to invite their parents to 2. file prepared for 
them by their children, assisted by the kindness of 
sister Frances. 

One day — it was a holiday obtained by Victoire's 
good conduct — all the children prepared in their gar- 
den a little feast for their parents. Sister Frances 
spread the table with a bountiful hand, the happy 
fathers and mothers were waited upon by their chil- 
dren, and each in their turn heard with delight from 
the benevolent nun some instance of their daughter's 
improvement. Full of hope for the future , and o£ 
gratitude for the past, these honest peo^Va ^\.a wA 
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talked^ whilst in imaginatioa they saw their children 
all prosperously and usefully settled in the world. 
They blessed madame de Fleury in her absence^ and 
they wished ardently for her presence. 

*' The sun is settings and madame de Fleury is not 
yet come/* cried Victoire ; " she said she would be 
here this evening — ^What can be the matter ?" 

'' Nothing is the matter, you may be sure," said 
Babet, '^ but that she has forgotten us — she has so 
many things to think of." 

*' Yes ; but I know she never forgets us/' said 
Victoire ; " and she loves so much to see us all happy 
together, that I am sure it must be something very 
extraordinary that detains her." 

Babet laughed at Victoire's fears : but presently 
even she began to grow impatient ; for they waited 
long after sunset, expecting, every moment that ma- 
dame de Fleury would arrive. At last she appeared, 
but with a dejected countenance, which seemed to 
justify Victoire's foreboding. When she saw this 
festive company, each child sitting between her pa- 
rents, and all at her entrance looking up with affec- 
tionate pleasure, a faint smile enlivened her counte- 
nance for a moment ; but she did not speak to them 
with her usual ease. Her mind seemed pre-oocupied 
by some disagreeable business of importance. It ap- 
peared that it had some connexion with them ; for as 
she walked round the table with sister Frances, she 
said with a voice and look of great tenderness, ^^ Poor 
children ! how happy they are at this moment ! — 
Heaven only knows how soon they may be rendered, 
or may render themselves, miserable !" 

None of the children could imagine what this 

meant; but their parents guessed that they had some 

allusion to the state of pu\)\ic a{fa.\x%. MMraX thi^ 
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time some of those discontents had broken out^ which 
preceded the terrible days of the revolution. As yet^ 
most of the common people^ who were honestly em- 
ployed in earning their own livings neither understood 
what was going on^ nor foresaw what was to happen. 
Many of their superiors were not in such happy igno- 
rance — ^they had information of the intrigues that 
were forming ; and the more penetration they pos- 
sessed, the more they feared the consequences of 
causes which they could not control. At the house 
of a great man, with whom she had dined this day, 
madame de Fleury had heard alarming news. Dread- 
ful public disturbances, she saw, were inevitable ; and 
whilst she trembled for the fate of all who were dear 
to her, these poor children had a share in her anxiety. 
She foresaw the temptations, the dangers, to which 
they must be exposed, whether they abandoned, or 
whether they abided by, the principles their education 
had instilled. She feared that the labour of years 
would perhaps be lost in an instant, or that her inno- 
cent pupils would faH victims even to their virtues. 

Many of these young people were now of an age to 
understand and to govern themselves by reason ; and 
with these she determined to use those preventive 
measures which reason affords. Without meddling 
with politics, in which no amiable or sensible woman 
can wish to interfere, the influence of ladies in the 
higher ranks of life may always be exerted with per- 
hct propriety, and with essential advantage to the 
public, in conciliating the inferior classes of society, 
explaining to them their duties and their interests, 
impressing upon the minds of the children of the poor 
sentiments of just subordination and honest inde- 
pendence. How happy would it have been for France, 
if women of fortune and abilities had olvra^^ ^il^iXa^ 
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their talents and activity in this manner^ instead of 
wasting their powers in futile declamations^ or in the 
intrigues of party ! 



CHAPTER VIII. 

" E'en now the devastation is begun, 
And half the business of destruction done." 

Goldsmith. 

Madame de Fleury was not disappointed in her 
pupils. When the public disturbances began, these 
children were shocked by the horrible actions they 
saw. Instead of being seduced by bad example, they 
only showed anxiety to avoid companions of their 
own age, who were dishonest, idle, or profligate. 
Victoire's cousin Manon ridiculed these absurd prin- 
ciples, as she called them ; and endeavoured to per- 
suade Victoire that she would be much happier if she 

followed the fashioft, 

" What ! Victoire, still with your workbag on 
your arm, and still going to school with your little 
sister, though you are but a year younger than I am, 
I believe ! — thirteen last birthday, were not you .'*•^— 
Mon Dieu ! Why, how long do you intend to be a 
child ? and why don't you leave that old nun, who 
keeps you in leading-strings? — I assure you, nuns, 
and schoolmistresses; and schools, and all that sort 
of things, are out of fashion now — ^we have abolished 
all that — we are to live a life of reason now — and all 

sooM to be equal, I can tell you ; let your madame de 
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Fleury look to that, and look to it yourself; for with 
all your wisdom, you might find yourself in the 
wrong box by sticking to her, and that side of the 
question. — ^Disengage yourself from her, I advise you, 
as soon as you can. — My dear Victoire ! believe me, 
you may spell very well — but you know nothing of 
the rights of man, or the rights of woman." 

" I do not pretend to know any thing of the rights 
of men, -or the rights of women," cried Victoire; 
'^ but this I know, that I never can or will be un- 
grateful to madame de Fleury. Disengage myself 
from her ! I am bound to her for ever, and I will 
abide by her till the last hour I breathe." 

^^ Well, well ! there is no occasion to be in a pas- 
sion — I only speak as a friend, and I have no more 
time to reason with you ; for I must go home, and 
get ready my dress for the ball to-night." 

" Manon, how can you afford to buy a dress for a 
ball?" 

" As you might, if you had common sense, Vic- 
toire — only by being a good citizen. I and a party 
of us denounced a milliner and a confectioner in our 
neighbourhood, who were horrible aristocrats ; and of 
their goods forfeited to the nation we had, as was our 
just share, such delicious marangles, and charming 
ribands! — O Victoire! believe me, you will never 
get such things by going to school, or saying your 
prayers either. You may look with as much scorn 
and. indignation as you please, but I advise you to 
let it alone, for all that is out of fashion, and may 
moreover bring you into difficulties. Believe me, 
my dear Victoire ! your head is not deep enough to 
understand these things — you know nothing of po- 
ntics." 

" But I know the difference between ri^ht and 
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wrong, Manon: politics can never alter that, y6u 
know." 

*^ Never alter that ! — there you are quite mistaken," 
said Manon : " I cannot stay to convince you now — 
but this I can tell you, that I know secrets that you 
don't suspect." 

" I do not wish to know any of your berets, Manon," 
said Victoire, proudly. 

'^ Your pride may be humbled, citoyenne Victoire, 
sooner than you expect," exclaimed Manon, who was 
now so provoked by her cousin's contempt, that she 
could not refrain from boasting of her political know- 
ledge. " I can tell you, that your fine friends will in 
a few days not be able to protect you. The abbe 
Tracassier is in love with a dear friend of mine, 
and I know all the secrets of state from her — and I 
know what I know. Be as incredulous as you please, 
but you will see that, before this week is at end, 
monsieur de Fleury will be guillotined, and then 
what will become of you ? Good morning, my proud 



cousin." 



Shocked by what she had just heard, Victoire 
could scarcely believe that Manon was in earnest; 
she resolved, however, to go immediately and com- 
municate this intelligence, whether true or false, to 
madame de Fleury. It agreed but too well with 
other circumstances, which alarmed this lady for the 
safety of her husband. A man of his abilities, in- 
tegrity, and fortune, could not in such times hope to 
escape persecution. He was, inclined to brave the 
danger ; but his lady represented that it would not 
be courage, but rashness and folly, to sacrifice his 
life to the villany of others, without probability or 
possihihtj of serving his country by his fall. 
M. de Fleury, in consequence o£ these representa- 
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tions^ and of Victoire's intelligence^ made his escape 
from Paris; and the very next day placards were 
put up in every street^ offering a price for the head 
of citoyen Fleury, suspected of incivisme* 

Struck with terror and astonishment at the sight 
of these placards, the children read them as they 
returned in the evening from school; and little 
Babet in the vehemence of her indignation mounted 
a lamplighter's ladder^ and tore down one of the 
papers. This imprudent action did not pass unob- 
served : it was seen by one of the spies of citoyen 
Tracassier^ a man who^ under the pretence of zeal 
pour la chose publique, gratified without scruple his 
private resentments and his malevolent passions. In 
his former character of an abbe, and a man of wit, he 
had gained admittance into madame de Fleury's so- 
ciety. There he attempted to dictate both . as a 
literary and religious despot. Accidentally discover- 
ing that madame de Fleury had a little school for 
poor children, he thought proper to be offended, be- 
cause he had not been consulted respecting the regu- - 
lations, and because he was not permitted, as he said, 
to take the charge of this little flock. He made 
many objections to sister Frances, as being an im- 
proper person to have the spiritual guidance of these 
ypung people : but as he was unable to give any just 
reason for his dislike, madame de Fleury persisted in 
her choice, and was at last obliged to assert, in op- 
position to the domineering abb^, her right to judge ' 
and decide in her own affairs. With seeming po- 
liteness, he begged ten thousand pardons for his 
conscientious interference. No more was said upon 
the subject ; and as he did not totally ^vithdraw from 
her society till the revolution broke out, she did not 
suspect that she had any tbing to fe«c ftwxvVL\& t^- 
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sentment. His manners and opinions changed sud- 
denly with the times; the mask of religion was 
thrown oif ; and now^ instead of objecting to sister 
Frances as not being sufficiently strict and orthodox 
in her tenets^ he boldly declared^ that a nun was not 
a fit person to be intrusted with the education of any 
of the young citizens — they should all be des eleves 
de la patrie. The abbe^ become a member of the 
Committee of Public Safety^ denounced madame de 
Fleury, in the strange jargon of the day, as ** the 
fosterer of a swarm of had citizens, who were nou^ 
rished in the anticivic prejudices de I'ancien regime, 
and fostered in the most detestable superstitions, in 
dejlajice of the law J* He further observed, that he 
had good reason to believe that some of these little 
enemies to the constitution had contrived and abetted 
M. de Fleury's escape. Of their having rejoiced at 
it in a most indecent manner he said he could produce 
irrefragable proof. The boy who saw Babet tear 
down the -placard was produced, and solemnly ex- 
amined; and the thoughtless action of this poor 
little girl was construed into a state crime of the 
most horrible nature. In a declamatory tone, 
Tracassier reminded his fellow-citizens, that in the 
ancient Grecian times of virtuous republicanism 
(times of which France ought to show herself emu- 
lous,) an Athenian child was condemned to death 
for having made a plaything of a fragment of the 
gilding that had fallen from a public statue. The 
orator, for the reward of his eloquence, obtained an 
Order to seize every thing in madame de Fleury's 
school-house, and to throw the nun into prison. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

"WTio now will guard bewilder'd youth 

Safe from the fierce assault of hostile r&ge ? — 

Such war can Virtue wage ?** 

At the very moment wlien this order was going 
to be put in execution^ madame de Fleury was sitting 
in the midst of the children^ listening to Babet> who 
was reading ^sop's fable of the old man and his 
sons. Whilst her sister was reading, Victoire col- 
lected a number of twigs from the garden : she had 
just tied them together; and was going, by sister 
Frances's desire, to let her companions try if they 
could break the bundle, when the attention of the 
moral of the fable was interrupted by the entrance 
of an old woman^ whose countenance expressed the 
utmost terror and haste, to tell what she had not 
breath to utter. To madame de Fleury she was a 
stranger; but the children immediately recollected 
her to be the chestnut rvoman, to whom Babet had 
some years ago restored certain purloined chestnuts. 

<( Fly !" said she, the moment she had breath to 
speak : " Fly ! — they are coming to seize every thing 
here— carry off what you can — make haste — make 
haste! — I came through a by-street. A man was 
eating chestnts at my stall, and I saw him show one 
that was with him the order from citoyen Tracassier. 
They'll be herein five minutes— quick ! — quick! — 
You, in particular," continued she, turning to the 
nun, " else you'll be in prison." 

At these words, the children, who had clung round 
sister Frances, loosed their hold, exclaimm%, '' Gq^ 
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go quick: but where? where? — we will go with 
her." 

" No^ no \" said madame de Fleury^ " she shall 
come home with me — ^my carriage is at the door." 

" Ma belle dame !" cried the chestnut woman> 
" your house is the worst place she can go to— let 
her come to my cellar — ^the poorest cellar in these 
days is safer than the grandest palace." 

So saying, she seized the nun with honest rough- 
ness, and hurried her away. As soon as she was gone, 
the children ran different ways, each to collect some 
favourite thing, which they thought they could not 
leave behind. Victoire alone stood motionless beside 
madame de Fleury ; her whole thoughts absorbed by 
the fear that her benefactress would be imprisoned. 
** O madame ! dear, dear madame de Fleury, don't 
stay ! don't stay !" 

** O children, never mind these things." 
" Don't stay, madame, don't stay ! I will stay with 
them — I will stay-^do you go." 

The children hearing these words, and recollecting 
madame de Fleury's danger, abandoned all their little 
property, and instantly obeyed her orders to go home 
to their parents. Victoire at last saw madame de 
Fleury safe in her carriage. The coachman drove 
off at a great rate; and a few minutes afterwards 
Tracassier's myrmidons arrived at the school-house. 
Great was theif surprise, when they found only the 
poor children's little books, unfinished samplers, and 
half-hemmed handkerchiefe. They ran into the gar- 
den, to search for the nun. They were men of brutal 
habits ; yet as they looked at every thing round them, 
which bespoke peace, innocence, and childish Eappi- 
nessj they could not help thinking it was a pity to 
destroy what could do the nation no great harm after 
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all* They were even glad that the nun had made 
her escape^ since they were not answerable for it; 
and they returned to their employer^ satisfied for 
once without doing any mischief: but citizen Tra- 
cassier was of too vindictive a temper to suifer the 
objects of his hatred thus to elude his vengeance. The 
next day madame de Fleury was summoned before 
his tribunal^ and ordered to give up the nun^ against 
whom^ as a suspected person^ a decree of the law had 
been obtained. 

Madame de Fleury refused to betray the innocent 
woman : the gentle firmness of this lady's answers to 
a brutal interrogatory was termed insolence ; she was 
pronounced a refractory aristocrat^ dangerous to the 
state; and an order was made out to seal up her 
effects^ and to keep her a prisoner in her own house. 



CHAPTER X. 



'^ Alas ! full oft on Guilt^s victorious car 
The spoils of Virtue are in triumph borne, 
While the fair captive, mark'd with many a scar, 
In lone obscurity, oppress'd, forlorn. 
Resigns to tears her angel form.** 

Beattie. 

A CLOSE prisoner in her own house^ madame de 
Fleury was now guarded by men suddenly become 
soldiers^ and spning frwn the dregs of the people ; 
men of brutal manners^ ferocious countenances, and 
more ferocious minds. They seemed to delight in 
the insolent display of their newly-acquired power. 
One of these men had formerly been, coimo^d ot 
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some horrible crime^ and had been sent to the galleys 
by M. de Fleury. Revenge actuated this wretch under 
the mask of patriotism^ and he rejoiced in seeing the 
wife of the man he hated a prisoner in his custody. 
Ignorant of the facts^ his associates were ready to be- 
lieve him in the rights and to join in the senselessT 
cry against all who were their superiors in fortune^ 
birth^ and education. This unfortunate lady was 
forbidden all intercourse with her friends^ and it was 
in vain she attempted to obtain from her jailers in- 
teUigence of what was passing in Paris. 

•^ Tu verras — Tout va bien — Ca ira," were the 
only answers they deigned to make : frequently they 
continued smoking their pipes in obdurate silence. 
She occupied the back rooms of her house^ because 
her guards apprehended that she might from the 
front windows receive intelligence foom her friends. 
One morning she was wakened by an unusual noise 
in the streets ; and upon her inquiring the occasion 
of it, her guards told her she was welcome to go to 
tlie front windows, and satisfy her curiosity. She 
went, and saw an immense crowd of people surround- 
ing a guillotine, that had been erected the preceding 
night. Madame de Fleury started back with horror 
— her guards burst into an inhuman laugh, and asked 
whether her curiosity was satisfied. She would have 
left the room ; but it was now their pleasure to de- 
tain her, and to force her to continue the whole day 
in this apartment. When the guillotine began its 
work, they had even the barbarity to drag her to the 
window, repeating, ^^ It is there you ought to be ! — 
It is there your husband ought to be ! — You are too 
happy, that your husband is not there this moment. 
JBut he will be there — the law will overtake him — 
he will he there in time— and ^ou Icvo l" 
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The mild fortitude of this innocent, benevolent 
woman made no impression up<Mi these cruel men. 
When at night they saw her kneeling at her prayers, 
they taunted her with gross and impious mockery ; and 
when she Bunk to sleep, they would waken her by 
their loud and drunken orgies : if she remonstrated, 
they aiiswered, ^' The enemies of the constitution 
should have no rest." 

Madame de Fleury was not an enemy to any hu- 
man being ; she had never interfered in politics ; her 
life had been passed in domestic pleasures, or em- 
ployed for the good of her feUow-creatures. Even 
in this h6\a of personal danger she thought of others 
more than of herself: she thought of her husband, ah 
exile in a foreign country, who might be reduced to 
the utmost distress, now that she was deprived of all 
means of remitting him money. She thought of her 
friends, who, she knew, would exert themselves to 
obtain her liberty, and whose zeal in her cause might 
involve them and their fiamilies in distress. She 
thought of the good sister Frances, who had been ex- 
posed by her means to the unrelenting persecution of 
the malignant and powerful Tracassier. She thought 
of her poor little pupils, now thrown upon the world 
without a protector. Whilst these ideas were re- 
volving in her mind, one night, as she lay awake, 
she heard the door of her chamber open softly, and a 
soldier, one of her guards, with a light in his hand, 
entered : he came to the foot of her bed ; and, as she 
started up, laid his finger upon his lips. 

'^ Don't make the least noise," said he in a whisper; 
^' those without are drunk, and asleep. Don't you 
know me? — Don't you remember my face?" 

'^ Not in the least ; yet I have some recollection of 
your voice." 

VOL VTII ^ 



50 TALES OF FA8HI0NABLB LIFB. 

The man took off the bonnet-rouge — still she could 
not guess who he was. — *' You never saw me in an 
uniform before^ nor without a black fece." 

She looked again^ and recollected the smithy to 
whom Maurice was bound apprentice> and remem- 
bered his patois accent. 

^^ I remember you/' said he, *' at any rate; and 
your goodness to that poor girl the day ha: arm was 
broken, and all your goodness to Maurice-r-But IVe 
no time for talking of that now — get up, wrap this 
great coat round you — don't be in a hurry, but make 
no noise, and follow me." 

She followed him ; and he led her past the sleep- 
ing sentinels, opened a back door into the garden, 
hurried her, almost carried her, across the garden, to 
a door at the furthest end of it, which opened into 
Les Champs Elysees — '^ La voila !" cried he, pushing 
her through the half-opened door. " God be praised !" 
answered a voice, which madame de Fleury knew to 
be Victoire's, whose arms were thrown round her with 
a transport of joy. 

'^ Softly ; she is not safe yet — ^wait till we get her 
home, Victoire," said another voice, which she knew 
to be that of Maurice. He produced a dark lantern, 
and guided madame de Fleury across the Champs 
Elysees, and across the bridge, and then through 
various by-streets, in perfect silence, till they arrived 
safely at the house where Victoire's mother lodged, 
and went up those very stairs which she had ascended 
in such different circumstances several years before. 
The mother, who was sitting up waiting most anxi- 
ously for the return of her children, clasped her hands 
in an ecstasy, when she saw them return with ma-< 
dame de Fleury. 
'^ Welcome, madame 1 Welcome, ^<eax m<&dame ! 
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but who would have thought of seeing you here^ in 
such a way ? Let her rest herself — ^let her rest ; she 
is quite overcome. Here, miladi^ on this poor bed 
can you sleep ?" 

" The very same bed you laid me upon the day my 
arm was broken/' said Victoire. 

*' Ay, Lord bless her !" said the mother ; " and 
though it's seven good years ago, it seemed but yea« 
terday that I saw her sitting on that bed^ beside my 
poor child, looking like an angel. But let her rest; 
let her rest — ^we'U not say a word more, only God 
bless her; thank Heaven, she's safe with us at 
last!" 

Madame de Fleury expressed unwillingness to stay 
with these good people, lest she should expose them 
to danger ; but they begged most earnestly that she 
would remain with them without scruple. 

" Surely, madame," said the mother, " you must 
think that we have some remembrance ojp all you 
have done for us, and some touch of gratitude." 

" And surely, madame, you can trust us, I hope," 
said Maurice. 

- " And surely you are not too proud to let us do 
something for you. The lion was not too proud to be 
served by the poor little mouse," said Victoire. '^ As 
to danger for us," continued she, '* there can be none, 
for Maurice and I have contrived a hiding-place for 
you, madame, that can never be found out — ^let them 
come spying here so often as they please, they will 
never find her out, will they, Maurice ? Look, ma- 
dame, into this lumber-room — you see it seems to be 
quite full of wood for firing ; well, if you creep in 
behind, there's a place behind where you can lie 
quite snug, and here's a trap-door into the loft that 
Bobodj ever would think of---for we\iwe\iMLTv^>Cti'^% 
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old things from the top of it^ and who could guess it 
was a trap-door ! So you see^ dear madamej you may 
sleep in peade here^ and never fear for us." 

Though but a girl of fourteen^ Victoire showed at 
this time all the sense and prudence of a woman of 
thirty. Gratitude seemed at once to develope all the 
powers of her mind. It was she and Maurice who 
had prevailed upon the smith to effect madame de 
Fleury*s escape from her o^ house. She had in^^ 
vented> she had foreseen, she had arranged every 
thing ; she had scarcely rested night or day since 
the imprisonment of her benefactress ; and now that 
her exertions had fiilly succeeded^ her joy seemed 
to raise her above all feeling of fatigue ; she looked 
as freshj and moved as briskly, her mother said, as if 
she was. preparing to go to a ball. 

" Ah ! my child/' said she, ^' your cousin Manon, 
who goes to those balls every nighty was never so' 
happy as you are this minute." 

But Victoire's happiness was not of long con- 
tinuance ; for the next day they were alarmed by in- 
telligence that Tracassier was enraged beyond mea- 
sure at madame de Fleury's escape, that all his emis- 
saries were at work to discover her present hiding- 
place, that the houses of all the parents and relations 
of her pupils were to be searched, and that the most 
severe denunciations were issued against all by whom 
she should be harboured. Manon was the person who 
gave this intelligence, but not with any benevolent 
design; she first came to Victoire, to display her 
own consequence ; and to terrify her, she related all 
she knew from a soldier*8 wife, who was M» Tra- 
cassier's mistress. Victoire had sufficient command 
over herself to conceal from the inquisitive eyes of 
Manon the agitation of hex lieait •, ^^ \«i.^ ^Iso the 
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pmdenoe not to let any one of her companions into 
ber secret^ thongh^ when she saw their anxiety^ she 
was much tempted to relieve them^ by the assurance 
that madame de Fleury was in safety. All the day 
was passed in apprehension. Madame de Fleury 
never stirred from her place of concealment : as the 
evening and the hour of the domiciliary visits ap- 
proached^ Victoire and Maurice were alarmed by an 
unforeseen difficulty. Their mother^ whose health 
had been broken by hard work^ in vain endeavoured 
to suppress her terror at the thoughts of this domi- 
ciliary visit ; she repeated incessantly that she knew 
they should all be discovered^ and that her children 
would be dragged to the guillotine before her face. 
She was in such a distracted state^ that they dreaded' 
she would^ the moment she saw the soldiers^ reveal 
all she knew. 

'* If they question me^ I shall not know what to 
answer/' cried the terrified woman. " What can I 
say ? — ^What can I do ?" 

Reasonings entreaties^ all were vain ; she was not 
in a condition to understand^ or even to listen to^ any 
thing that was said. In this situation they were^ 
when the domiciliary visitors arrived — ^they heard 
the noise of the soldiers' feet on the stairs — ^the poor 
woman sprang from the arms of her children ; but 
at the moment the door was opened^ and she saw the 
glittering of the bayonets^ she fell at full length in a 
swoon on the floor — fortunately before she had power 
to utter a syllable. The people of the house knew^ 
and saidj that she was subject to fits on any sudden 
alarm ; so that her being affected in this manner did 
not appear surprising. They threw her on a bed^ 
whilst they proceeded to search the house : her children 
staid with her; and^ wholly occu]jied la atteudui^ta 
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her, they were not exposed to the danget of betraying 
their anxiety about madame de Fleury. They trem- 
bled, however, from head to foot, when they heard 
one of the soldiers swear that all the wood in 'the 
lumber-room must be pulled out, and that he would 
not leave the house till every stick was moved ; the 
sound of each log, as it was thrown out, was heard 
by Victoire : her brother was now summoned to assist. 
How great was his terror, when one of the searchers 
looked up to the roof, as if expecting to find a trap^ 
door! fortunately, however, he did not discover it* 
Maurice, who had seized the light, contrived to throw 
the shadows so as to deceive the eye. The soldiers 
at length retreated ; and with inexpressible satisfiao* 
tion Maurice lighted them down stairs, and saw 
them fairly out of the house. For some minutea 
after they were in safety, the terrified mother, who 
had recovered her senses, could scarcely believe that 
the danger was over. She embraced her children 
by turns with wild transport; and with tears 
begged madame de Fleury to forgive her cowardice, 
and not to attribute it to ingratitude, or to suspect 
that she had a bad heart. She protested that she 
Was now become so courageous, since she found 
that she had gone through this trial successfully^ 
and since she was sure that the hiding-place was 
really so secure, that she should never be alarmed 
at any domiciliary visit in future. Madame de 
Fleury, however, did not think it either just or 
expedient to put her resolution to the trial. She 
determined to leave Paris ; and, if possible, to make 
her escape from France. The master of one of tho 
Paris diligences was brother to Frangois, her foot- 
man : he was ready to assist her at all hazards, and 
to convey her safely to Bourdeaux, \£ dxa cauld dis^ 
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guiise herself properly ; and if she could obtain a pass 
from any friend under a feigned name. 
' Victoire — ^the indefatigable Victoire — recollected 
that her friend Annette had an aunt^ who was nearly 
of madame de Fleury's size^ who had just obtained a 
pass to go to Bourdeaux to visit some of her rela* 
ti(ms. The pass was willingly given up to madame 
de Fleury ; and upon reading it over it was found 
to answer tolerably well — the colour of the eyes and 
hair at least would Uo ; though the words un nez gros 
were not precisely descriptive of this lady's. Annette's 
mother^ who had always worn the provincial dress of 
Auvergne^ furnished the high cornette, stiff stays, 
boddice, &c and equipped in these, madame de Fleury 
was so admurably well disguised, that even Victoire 
declared she should scarcely have known her. Money, 
that most necessary passport in all countries, was still 
wanting : as seals had been put upon all madame de 
Fleury's effects the day she had been first imprisoned 
in her own house, she could not save even her jewels. 
She had, however, one ring on her finger of some 
value. How to dispose of it without exciting sus^ 
pidon was the difficulty. Babet, who was resolved 
to have her share in assisting her benefactress, pro- 
posed to carry the ring to a colporteur — a pedler, or 
sort of travelling jeweller, who had come to lay in a 
Stock of hardware at Paris : he was related to one 
of madame de Fleury's little pupils, and readily dis- 
posed of the ring for her : she obtained at least two* 
thirds of its value — a great deal in those times. 

The proofs of integrity, attachment, and gratitude> 
whieh she received in these days orperil, from those 
whom she had obliged in her prosperity, touched her 
generous heart so much, that she has often since de- 
clared she could not r^et having been reduced to 
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distress. Before she quitted Pans^ she wrote letters 
to her friendsj recommending her pupils to their pro« 
tection ; she left these letters in die care of Victoire^ 
who to the last moment followed her with anxious 
affection. She would have followed her benefactress 
into exile^ but that she was prevented by duty and 
affection from leaving her mother^ who was in de* 
dining health. 

Madame de Fleury successfully made her escape 
from Paris. Some of the municipal cheers in the 
towns through which she passed on her road were as 
severe as their ignorance would permit in scnitinising 
her passport. It seldom happened that more than 
one of these petty committees of public safety could 
read. One usually spelled out the passport as well 
as he couldj whilst the others smoked their pipes^ 
and from time to time held a light up to the lady's 
face^ to examine whether it agreed with the descrip- 
tion. 

^^ Mais toi ! tu n'as pas le nez gros !" said one of 
her judges to her. '* Son nez est assez gros^ et c'est 
moi qui le dit/' said another. The question was put 
to the vote; and the man who had asserted what 
was contrary to the evidence of his senses was so 
vehement in supporting his opinion^ that it was car- 
ried in spite of all that could be said against it. 
Madame de Fleury was suffered to proceed on her 
journey. She reached Bourdeaux in safety. Her 
husband's friends — the good have always friends in 
adversity — ^her husband's friends exerted themselves 
for her with the most prudent zeaL She was soon 
provided with a sum of money sufficient for her sup- 
port for some time in England ; and she safely reached 
that free and happy country^ which has been the re- 
fuge of so many illostrioua exiles. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

'' Cos! rozzo diamante appena splende 
Dalla rupe natla quand* esce fuara 
£ a poco a poco lucido se rende 
Sotto I'attenta die lo lavora.*' 

Madame de Fleuby joined her husband^ who 
was in London ; and they both lived in the most re- 
tired and frugal manner. They had too much of 
the pride of independence to become burthensome to 
their generous English friends. Notwithstanding 
the variety of difficulties they had to encounter, and 
the number of daily privations to which they were 
forced to submit, yet they were happy — in a tranquil 
conscience, in their mutual affection, and the attach- 
ment of many poor but grateful friends. A few 
mcmths after she came to England, madame de Fleury 
received, by a private hand, a packet of letters from 
her little pupils. Each of them, even the youngest, 
who had but just begun to learn joining-hand, would 
write a few lines in this packet. 

In various hands, of various sizes, the changes 
were rung upon these simple words : 

'* My dear madame de Fleury, 

** I love you — I wish you were here again — I wiU 
be very very good whilst you are away. If you stay 
away ever so long, I shall never forget you, nor your 
goodness ; but I hope you will soon be able to come 
back, and this is what I pray for every night. Sister 
Frances says I may tell you that I am very good, 
and Victoire thinks so too.' 
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This was the suhstance of several of their little 
ktters. Victoire's contained rather more informa- 
tion :— 

" You will be glad to learn that dear sister Frances 
is safe^ and that the good chestnut woman^ in whose 
cellar she took refuge^ did not get into any difhculty. 
After you were gone, Mr. T— said that he did 
not think it worth while to pursue her, as it was 
only you he wanted to humble. Manon, who has^ I 
do not know how, means of knowing, told me this. 
Sister Frances is now with her abbess, who, as well 
^ every body else that knows her, is very fond of 
iier. What was a convent, is no longer a convent : 
the nuns are turned out of it. Sister Frances's health 
is not so good as it used to be, though she never com- 
plains ; I am sure she suffers much ; she has never 
been the same person since that day when we were 
driven from our happy school-room. It is all de- 
stroyed — ^the garden and every thing. It is now a 
dismal sight. Your absence also afflicts sister Frances 
much, and she is in great anxiety about all of us. 
She has the six little ones with her every day, in 
her own apartment, and goes on teaching them, as 
she used to do. We six eldest go to see her as often 
as we can. I should have begun, my dear madame 
de Fleury, by telling you, that, the day after you 
left Paris, I went to deliver all the letters you were 
80 very kind to write for us in the midst of your 
hurry. Your friends have been exceedingly ^od to 
us, and have placed us all. Hose is with madame 
la Grace, your mantuamaker, who says she is more 
handy and more expert at cutting out than girls she 
Aas had these three years. Marianne is iu the service 
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of'madame de V— — , who has lost a great part of 
her large fortune^ and cannot afford to keep her former 

waiting-maid. Madame de V is well pleased 

with Marianne, and bids' me tell you that she thanks 
yon for her. Jndeed^ Marianne^ though she is only 
fourteen, can do every thing her lady wants. Susanne 
is with a confectioner ; she gave sister Frances a box 
ci bonbons of her own making this morning; and 
sister Frances, who is a judge, says they are ex- 
cellent; she only wishes you could taste them. 
Annette and I (thanks to your kindness !) are in 
the same service, with madame Feuillot the brodetise, 
to whom you recommended us : she is not discontented 
with our work, and indeed sent a very civil messt^ 
yesterday to sister Frances on this subject; but I 
believe it is too flattering for me to repeat in this 
letter. We shall do our best to give her satisfaction. 
She is glad to find that we can write tolerably, and 
that we can make out bills and keep accounts ; this 
being particularly convenient to her at present, as 
the young man she had in the shop is become an 
orator y and good for nothing but la chose publique : 
her son, who could have supplied his place, is ill ; 
and madame Feuillot herself, not having had, as she 
says, the advantage of such a good education as we 
have been blessed with, writes but badly, and knows 
nothing of arithmetic. Dear madame de Fleury, 
how much, how very much we are obliged to you ! 
We feel it every day more and more : in these times, 
what would have become of us, if we could do nothing 
useful? Who would, who could be burdened with 
us? Dear madame, we owe every thing to you — 
and we can do nothing, not the least thing, for you ! 
— My mother is still in bad health, and I fear will 
neyer recover : Babet is with her always, and sister 
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Frances is very good to her. My brother Maurice 
is now so good a workman, that he earns a louis a 
week. He is very steady to his business, and never 
goes to the revolutionary meetings, though once he 
had a great mind to be an orator of the people, but 
never since the day that you explained to him that 
he knew nothing about equality and the rights of 
men, &c. How could I forget to tell you, that his 
master the smith, who was one of your guards, and 
who assisted you to escape, has returned without su8« 
picion to his former trade ? and he declares that he 
will never more meddle with public affairs. I gave 
him the money you left with me for him. He is 
very kind to my brother — ^yesterday he mended for 
Annette's mistress the lock of an English writing* 
desk, and he mended it so astonishingly well, that an 
English gentleman, who saw it, could not believe the 
work was done by a Frenchman ; so my brother was 
sent for, to prove it, and they were forced to believe 
it. To-day he has more work than he can finish this 
twelvemonth — all this we owe to you. I shall never 
forget the day when you promised that you would 
grant my brother's wish to be apprenticed to this 
smith, if I was not in a passion for a month— 'that 
cured me of being so passionate. 

*' Dear madame de Fleury, I have written you too 
long a letter, and not so well as I can write when I 
am not in a hurry ; but I wanted to tell you every 
thing at once, because, may be, I shall not for a long 
time have so safe an opportunity of sending a letter 
to you. 

ViCTOIRB.*' 

Several months elapsed before madame de Fleury 
received another letter from Yictoiie : it was short. 
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and evidently written in great distress of mind. It 
contained an account of her mother's death. She was 
now left at the early age of sixteen an orphan. Ma- 
dame Fenillot the hradeuse, with whom she livedo 
added a few lines to her letter^ penned with difficulty 
and strangely spelled^ but expressive of her being 
highly pleased with both the girls recommended to 
her by madame de Fleury, especially Victoire, who 
she said was such a treasure to her^ that she would 
not part with her on any account^ and should considei 
her as a daughter. '^ I tell her not to grieve so much ; 
for though she has lost one mother^ she has gained 
another for herself^ who will always love her ; and 
besides^ she is so useful^ and in so many ways, with 
her pen and her needle^ in accounts^ and every thing 
that is wanted in a family or a shop> she can never 
want employment or friends in the worst times ; and 
none can be worse than these^ especially for "such 
pretty girls as she is^ who have all their heads turned, 
tod are taught to consider nothing a sin that used to 
be sins. Many gentlemen, who come to our shop^ 
have found out that Victoire is very handsome, and 
tell her so ; but she is so modest and prudent, that I 
am not afraid for her. I could tell you, madame, a 
good anecdote on this subject, but my paper will not 
allow, and besides my writing is so difficult." 

Above a year elapsed before madame de Fleury 
received another letter from Victoire : this was in a 
parcel, of which an emigrant took charge: it con- 
tained a variety of little offerings from her pupils, 
instances of their ingenuity, their industry, and theip 
affection: the last thing in the packet was a small 
purse labelled in this manner — 

'* Savings from our wages and earnings, for her 
fvho taught us all we know" 

t 
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CHAPTER XII. 

^' Dans sa pompe Elegante, admirez Chantilly, 
De h^ros en heros, d*age en age, embelli." 

D£ Lille. 

The health of the good sister Frances, which had 
buffered much from the shock her mind received at 
the commencement of the revolution, declined so ra- 
pidly in the course of the two succeeding years, that 
she was obliged to leave Paris, and she retired to a 
little village in the neighbourhood of Chantilly. She 
chose this situation, because here she was within a 
morning's walk of madame de Fleury's country-seat. 
The chateau de Fleury had not yet been seized as 
national property, nor had it suffered from the attacks 
of the mob, though it was in a perilous situation, 
within view of the high road to Paris. The Parisian 
populace had not yet extended their outrages to this 
distance from the city ; and the poor people who lived 
on the estate of Fleury, attached from habit, prin- 
ciple, and gratitude to their lord, were not disposed to 
take advantage of the disorder of the times, to injure 
the property of those from whom they had all their 
lives received favours and protection. A faithful old 
steward had the care of the castle and the grounds* 
Sister Frances was impatient to talk to him, and to 
visit the castle, which she had never seen; but for 
some days after her arrival in the village, she was so 
much fatigued and so weak, that she could not at- 
tempt so long a walk. Victoire had obtained per- 
mission from her mistress to accompany the nun for a 
/ejv dnys to the country, as Annette undertook to 
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do all the business of the shop during the absence of 
her companion. Victoire was fully as eager as sister 
Frances to see the faithful steward and the chateau 
de Fleury^ and the 'morning was now fixed for their 
walk: but in the middle of the night they were 
wakened by the shouts of a mob^ who had just en- 
tered the village fresh from the destruction of a 
neighbouring castle. The nun and Victoire listened ; 
but in the midst of the horrid yells of joy^ no human 
voice^ no intelligible word^ could be distinguished: 
they looked through a chink in the window-shutter^ 
and they saw the street below filled with a crowd of 
men^ whose countenances were by turns illuminated 
by the glare of the torches which they brandished. 

''^Good Heavens!" whispered the nun to Victoire; 
" I should know the face of that man who is loading 
his musket — the very man whom I nursed ten years 
ago^ when he was dying of a jail fever 1" 

This man^ who stood in the midst of the crowds 
taller by the head than the others^ seemed to be the 
leader of the party: they were disputing whether 
they should proceed further^ spend the remainder of 
the night in the village alehouse^ or return to Paris.. 
Their leader ordered spirits to be distributed to his 
associates^ and exhorted them in a loud voice to pro- 
ceed in their glorious work. Tossing his firebrand 
over his head, he declared that he would never return 
to Paris till he had razed to the ground the chateau 
de Fleury. At these words, Victoire, forgetful of all 
personal danger, ran out into the midst of the mob, 
pressed her way up to the leader of these ruffians, 
caught him by the arm, exclaiming, ^* You will not 
touch a stone in the chateau de Fleury— I have my 
reasons— I say you will not suffer a stone in the cha« 
teau de Fleury to be touched." 
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'^ And why not ?" cried the man, tnming asto- 
nished ; ** and who are you^ that I should listen to 
you ?" 

" No matter who I am," said Victoire ; " follow 
me, and I will show you one to whom you will not 
refuse to listen. Here! — ^here she is," continued 
Victoire, pointing to the nun, who had followed her 
in amazement ; '^ here is one to whom you will listen 
—3^68, look at her well : hold the light to her face." 

The nun, in a supplicating attitude, stood in 
speechless expectation. 

'' Ay, I see you have gratitude, I know you will 
have mercy," cried Victoire, watching the workings 
in the countenance of the man : '^ you will save the 
chateau de Fieury, for her sake— who saved your 
life." 

^^ I will," cried this astonished chief of a mob, 
fired with sudden generosity : '' By my faith you are 
a brave girl, and a fine girl, and know how to speak 
to the heart, and in the right moment. Friends, ci** 
tiaens ! this mm, though she is a nun, she is good for 
something. When I lay dying of a fever, and not a 
%oul else to help me, &iie came and gave me me- 
dicines ' and food — ^in short, I owe my life to hen 
'Tis ten years ago, but I remember it well ; and now 
it is our turn to rule, and she shall be paid as she 
deserves. Not a stone of the chateau de Fieury shall 
be touched !" 

With loud acclamations, the mob joined in the 
generous enthusiasm of the moment, and followed 
their leader peaceably out of the village. All this 
passed with such rapidity as scarcely to leave the 
impression of reality upon the mind. As soon as the 
sun rose in the morning, Victoire looked out for the 
turrets of the chateau de Fieury, and she saw that 
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they were safe — safe in the midst of the surrounding 
devastations. Nothing remained of the superb pa- 
lace of Chantilly but the white arqbes of its founda- 
tion ! 



CHAPTER XIIL 

^^ When thy last breath, ere nature sunk to rest. 
Thy meek submission to thy God expressM ; 
When thy last look, ere thought and feeling fled, 
A mingled gleam of hope and triumph shed, 
What to thy soul its glad assurance gave — 
Its hope in death, its triumph o^er the grave s 
The sweet remembrance of unblemishM youth, 
Th* inspiring voice of innocence and truth !" 

Rogers. 

The good sister Frances^ though she had scarcely 
recovered from the shock of the preceding nighty ac- 
c<»npanied Victoire to the Chateau de Fleury. The 
gates were opened for them by the old steward and 
his son Basile^ who welcomed them with all the 
eagerness with which people welcome friends in time 
of adversity. The old man showed them the place ; 
and through every apartment of the castle went on^ 
talking of farmer times^ and with narrative fondness 
told anecdotes of his dear master and mistress. Here 
his lady used to sit and read — here was the table at 
which she wrote — this was the sofa on which she and 
^he ladies sat the very last day she was at the castle, 
at the open windows of the hall^ whilst all the te- 
nants and people of the village were dancing on the 
green. 

VOL. VIII. F 
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" Ay, those were happy times," said the old man ; 
*' but they will never return." 

** Never ! O do not say so," cried Victoire. 

" Never during my life, at least," said the nun in a 
low voice, and with a look of resignation. 

Basile, as he wiped the tears &om his eyes, hap- 
pened to strike his arm against the chords of madame 
de Fleury's harp, and the sound echoed through the 
room. 

Before this year is at an end," cried Victoire, 

perhaps that harp will be struck again in this castle 
by madame de Fleury herself. Last night we could 
hardly have hoped to see these walls standing this 
morning, and yet it is safe — not a stone touched ! O 
we shall all live, I hope, to see better times !" 

Sister Frances smiled, for she would not depress 
Victoire's enthusiastic hope : to please her, the good 
nun added, that she felt better this morning than she. 
had felt for months, and Victoire was happier than she 
had been since madame de Fleury left France. But> 
alas ! it was only a transient gleam. Sister Frances re- 
lapsed, and declined sorapidly, that even Victoire, whose 
mind was almost always disposed to hope, despaired of 
her recovery. With placid resignation, or rather with 
mild confidence, this innocent and benevolent crea- 
ture met the approach of death. She seemed attached 
to earth only by affection for those whom she was to 
leave in this world. Two of the youngest of the 
children which had formerly been placed under her 
care, lEuid who were not yet able to earn their own 
subsistence, she kept with her, and in the last days 
of her life she continued her instructions to them 
with the fond solicitude of a parent. Her father 
confessor, an excellent man, who never even in these 
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dangerous times shrunk from his duty^ came to at- 
tend sister Frances in her last moments^ and relieved 
her mind from all anxiety, by promising to place the 
two little children with the lady who had been abbess 
of her convent, who would to the utmost of her 
power protect and provide for them suitably. Sa- 
tisfied by this promise, the good sister Frances smiled 
upon Victoire, who stood beside her bed, and with 

that smile upon her countenance expired. It 

was some time before the little children seemed to 
comprehend, or to believe, that sister Frances was 
dead : they had never before seen any one die ; they 
had no idea what it was to die, and their first feeling 
was astonishment : they did not seem to understand 
why Victoire wept. But the next day, when no 
sister Frances spoke to them, when every hour they 
missed some accustomed kindness from her; when 
presently they saw the preparations for her funeral ; 
when they heard that she was to be buried in the 
earth, and that they should never see her more, they 
could neither play nor eat, but sat in a comer holding 
each other's hands, and watching every thing that 
was done for the dead by Victoire. 

In those times the funeral of a nun with a priest 
attending would not have been permitted by the po- 
pulace. It was therefore performed as secretly as 
Josdble: in the middle ofW night the ooffinU 
carried to the burial-place of the Fleury family ; the 
old steward, his son Basile, Victoire, and the good 
father confessor, were the only persons present. It i^ 
necessary to mention this, because the facts w^rQ 
afterwards misrepresented. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

" The character is lost ! — 
Her head adomM wjth lappets, piim*d aloft, 
And rihands streaming gay, superhly raisM, 
Indebted to some smart wig-weaver^s hand 
For more than half the tresses it sustains.** 

COWPER. 

Upon her return to Paris, Victoire felt melancholy; 
but she exerted herself as much as possible in her 
usual occupation ; finding that employment and the 
consciousness of doing her duty were the best re- 
medies for sorrow. 

One day as she was busy settling madame Feuillot's 
accounts, a servant came into the shop, and inquired 
for mademoiselle Victoire : he presented her a note, 
which she found rather di£Bcult to decipher. It was 
signed by her cousin Manon, who desired to see Vic- 
toire at her hotel. '^ Her hotel !*' repeated Victoire 
with astonishment. The servant assured her that 
one of the finest hotels in Paris belonged to his lady, 
and that he was commissioned to show her the way 
to it. Victoire found her cousin in a magnificent 
house, which had formerly belonged to the prince de 
Salms. Manon, dressed in the disgusting, indecent 
extreme of the mode, was seated under a richly- 
fringed canopy. She burst into a loud laugh as Vic- 
toire entered. 

^^ You look just as much astonished as I expected," 
cried she. " Great changes have happened since I 
saw you last — I always told you, Victoire, I knew 
the world better than you did. What has come of 
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tdl your schoolings and your mighty goodness^ and your 
gratitude truly ? — Your patroness is banished and a 
beggar^ and you a drudge in the shop of a hrodeuse, 
who makes you work your fingers to the bone, no 
doubt. — Now you shall see the diflTerence. Let me 
show you my house ; you know it was formerly the 
hotel of the prince de Salms^ he that was guillotined 
the other day ; but you know nothings for you have 
been out of Paris this months I understand. Then I 
must tell you^ that my friend Villeneuf has acquired 
an immense fortune ! by assignats^ made in the course 
of a fortnight — I say an immense fortune ! and has 
bought this fine house — Now do you begin to un- 
derstand ?" 

" I do not clearly know whom you mean by your 
friend Villeneuf," said Victoire. 

" The hairdresser, who lived in our street," said 
Manon ; '^ he became a great patriot, you know, and 
orator; and what with his eloquence, and his luck 
in dealing in assignats, he has made his fortune and 
mine." 

'^ And yours ! then he is your husband !" 

"That does not follow — that is not necessary — 
but do not look so shocked— every body goes on the 
same way now; besides, I had no other resource — ? 
I must have starved — I could not earn my bread as 
you do. Besides, I was too delicate for hard work of 

any sort— and besides ^but come, let me show you 

my house — ^you have no idea how fine it is." 

With anxious ostentation Manon displayed all her 
riches, to excite Victoire's envv. 

" Confess, Victoire," said she at last, " that you 
think me the happiest person you have ever known. 

You do not answer ; whom did you ever know 

that was happier ?" 
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'^ Sister Frances^ who died last week, appeared to 
be much happier/' said Vicjtoirc. 

^' The poor, nun!" said Manon, disdainfully. 
^' Well, and whom do you think the next hap- 
piest ?" 

" Madame de Fleury." 

"An exile and a beggar! — O! you are jesting 
now, Victoire— or— envious. With that sanctified 
face, citoyenne (perhaps I should say mademoiselle) 
Victoire, you would be delighted to change places 
with me this instant. Come, you shall stay with me 
a week to try how you like it." 
- '' Excuse me," said Victoire, firmly ; " I cannot 
stay with you, Manon — you have chosen one way of 
life, and I another— -quite another. I do not repent 
my choice — may you never repent yours ! — Fare- 
well !" 

'^ Bless me ! what airs ! and with what dignity she 
looks ! Repent of my choice ! — ^a likely thing, truly. 
Am not I at the top of the wheel ?" 

And may not the wheel turn ?" said Victoire. 
Perhaps it may," said Manon ; " but till it does, 
I will enjoy myself. Since you are of a different 
humour, return to madame Feuillot, BXi^ figure upon 
cambric and muslin, and make -out bills, and nurse 
old nuns, all the days of your life. You will never 
persuade me, however, that you would not change 
places with me if you could. Stay till you are tried, 
mademoiselle Victoire. Who was ever in love witli 
you, or your virtues ? — Stay till you are tried." 



(C 
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CHAPTER XV. 

" But beauty, like the fair Hesperian tree, 
Laden wilh blooming gold, had need the guard 
Of dragon watch with unenchanted eye 
To save her blossoms, or defend her fruit/* 

Milton. 

The trial was nearer than either Manon or Vic- 
toire expected. . Manon had scarcely pronounced the 
last words^ when the ci-devant hairdresser burst into 
the room^ accompanied by several of his political as- 
sociates^ who met to consult measures for the good of 
the nation. Among these patriots was the abbe 
'Tracassier. 

*' Who is that pretty girl who is with you, Ma- 
non }" whispered he ; " a friend of yours, I hope ?*' 

Victoire left the room immediately, but not before 
the profligate abbe had seen enough to make him wish 
to see more. The next day he went to madame 
Feuillot's, under pretence of buying some embroi- 
dered handkerchiefs ; he paid Victoire a profusion of 
extravagant compliments, which made no impression 
upon her innocent heart, and which appeared ridi- 
culous to her plain good sense. She did not know 
^vho he 'was, nor did madame Feuillot; for though 
she had often heard of the abbe, yet she had never 
seen him. Several succeeding days he returned, and 
addressed himself to Victoire, each time with in^ 
creasing freedom. Madame Feuillot, who had the 
greatest confidence in her, left her entirely to her 
own discretion. Victoire begged her friend Annette 
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to do the business of the shop^ and staid at work in 
the back parlour. Tracassier was much disappointed 
by her absence; but as he thought no great ceremony 
necessary in his proceedings^ he made his name known 
in a haughty manner to madame de Feuillot^ and de- 
sired that he might be admitted into the back parlour^ 
as he had something of consequence to say to made- 
moiselle Victoire in private. Our readers will not 
require to have a detailed account of this tete-a-tete ; 
it is sufficient to say, that the disappointed and ex- 
asperated abb^ left the house muttering imprecations. 
The next morning a note came to Victoire, apparently 
from Manon : it was directed by her, but the inside 
was written by an unknown hand, and contained these 
words ; — 

^' You are a charming but incomprehensible girl — 
isince you do not like compliments, you shall not be 
addressed with empty flattery. It is in the power of 
the person who dictates this, not only to make you as 
rich and great as your cousin Manon, but also to re- 
store to fortune and to their country the friends for 
whom you are most interested. Their fate as well as 
your own is in your power — if you send a favourable 
answer to this note, the persons alluded to will, to* 
morrow, be struck from the list of emigrants, and re- 
instated in their former possessions. If your answer 
is decidedly unfavourable, the return of your friends 
to France will be thenceforward impracticable, and 
their chateau, as well as their house in Paris, will be 
declared national property, and sold without delay to 
the highest bidder. To you, who have as much un-^ 
derstanding as beauty, it is unnecessary to say more. 
Consult your heart, charming Victoire ! be happy. 
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and make others happy. This moment is decisive of 
your fate and of theirs^ for you have to answer a man 
of a most decided character." 

Victoire's answer was as follows : — 

^' My friends would not, I am sure, accept of their 
fortune, or consent to return to their country, upon 
the conditions proposed; therefore I have no merit in 
rejecting them." 

Victoire had early acquired good principles, and 
that plain, steady, good sense, which goes straight to 
its object, without being dazzled or imposed upon by 
sophistry. She was unacquainted with the refine<« 
ments of sentiment, but she distinctly knew right 
from wrong, and had su£Bcient resolution to abide by 
the right. Perhaps many romantic heroines might 
have thought it a generous self-devotion to have be- 
come in similar circumstances the mistress of Tra- 
cassier ; and those who are skilled ^^ to make the 
worse appear the better cause" might have made 
such an act of heroism the foundation of an interest* 
ing or at least a fashionable novel. Poor Victoire 
had not received an education sufficiently refined to 
enable her to understand these mysteries of senti- 
ment. She was even simple enough to flatter her- 
self that this libertine patriot would not fulfil his 
threats, and that these had been made only with a 
view to terrify her into compliance. In this opinion, 
however, she found herself mistaken. M. Tracassier 
was indeed a man of the most decided character, if 
this term may properly be applied to those, who act 
uniformly in consequence of their ruling passion* 
The chateau de Fleury was seized as national pro- 
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perty. Victoire heard this bad news from the old 
steward, who was turned out of the castle along with 
his son, the very day after her rejection of the pro- 
posed conditions. 

" I could not have believed that any human crea- 
ture could be so wicked !" exclaimed Victoire, glow- 
ing with indignation : but indignation gave way to 
sorrow. 

" And the chateau de Fleury is really seized ? — 
and you, good old man, are turned out of the place 
where you were born? — and you, too, Basile? — and 
tnadame de Fleury will never come back again !-^ 
and perhaps she may be put into prison in a foreign 

country, and may die for want and I might have 

prevented all this !" 

Unable to sl^ed a tear, Victoire stood in silent 
consternation, whilst Annette explained to the good 
steward and his son the whole transaction. Basile, 
who was naturally of an impetuous temper, was so 
transported with indignation, that he would have 
gone instantly with the note from Tracassier to de- 
nounce him before the whole national convention, 
if he had not been restrained by his more prudent 
father. The old steward represented to him, that as 
the note was neither signed nor written by the hand 
of Tracassier, no proof could be brought home to 
him, and the attempt to convict one of so powerful 
a party would only bring certain destruction upon 
the accusers. Besides, such was at this time the 
general depravity of manners, that numbers would 
keep the guilty in countenance. There was no crime 
which the mask of patriotism could not <M)ver. 
• " There is one comfort we have in our misfortunes, 
Svhich these men can never have," said the old man ; 
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''when their downfall comes^ and come it will most 
certainly^ they will not feel as we do, innocbnt. 
Victoire, look up ! and do not give way to despair—^ 
all will yet be well." 

*^ At all events, you have done what is right, so 
do not reproach yourself," said Basile. *' Every 
body — I mean every body who is good for any thing- 
must respect, admire, and love you, Victoire." 



CHAPTER XVI. 

" Ne mal cio che v^annoia; 
Quello e vero gioire 
Che nasce da virtue dopo il soffrire/* 

Basile had not seen without emotion the various 
instances of goodness which Victoire showed during 
the illness of sister Frances. Her conduct towards 
M. Tracassier increased his esteem and attachment ; 
but he forbore to declare his affection, because he 
could not, consistently with prudence, or with grati* 
tude to his father, think of marrying, now that he 
was not able to maintain a wife and family. The 
honest earnings of many years of service had been 
wrested from the old steward at the time the chateau 
de Fleury was seized, and he now depended on the 
industry of his son for the daily support of his age. 
'His dependence was just, and not likely to be disap* 
•pointed; for he had given his son an education 
suitable to his condition in life. Basile was an exact 
arithmetician, could write an excellent hand, and 
was a ready draughtsman and surveyor. To bring 
these useful talents into action, and to find employ- 
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ment for them, with men by whom they would be 
honestly rewarded, was the only difficulty — a dif- 
ficulty which Victoire's brother Maurice soon re- 
moved. His reputation as a smith had introduced 
him, among his many customers, to a gentleman of 
worth and scientific knowledge, who was at this time 
employed to make models and plans of all the fortified 
places in Europe ; he was in want of a good clerk 
and draughtsman, of whose integrity he could be se- 
cure. Maurice mentioned his friend Basile; and 
upon inquiry into his character, and upon trial of his 
abilities, he was found suited to the place, and was 
accepted. By his well-earned salary, he supported* 
himself and his father ; and began, with the sanguine 
hopes of a young man, to flatter himself that he 
should soon be rich enough to marry, and that then 
he might declare his attachment to Victoire. Not- 
withstanding all his boasted prudence, he had be- 
trayed sufficient symptoms of his passion to have 
rendered a declaration unnecessary to any clear- 
sighted observer ; but Victoire was not thinking of 
conquests, she was wholly occupied with a scheme of 
earning a certain sum of money for her benefactress^ 
who was now, as she feared, in want. All madame 
de Fleury's former pupils contributed their share to 
the common stock ; and the mantuamaker, the con- 
fectioner, the servants of different sorts, who had 
been educated at her school, had laid by, during the 
years of her banishment, an annual portion of their 
wages and savings: with the sum which Victoire 
now added to the fund, it amounted to ten thousand 
livres. The person who undertook to carry this 
money to madame de Fleury was Fran9ois, her former 
footman, who had procured a pass to go to England 
as a hairdresser. The night before he set out was 
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a happy night for Victoire, as all her companions 
met^ by madame Feuillot's invitation^ at her house ; 
and after tea they had the pleasure of packing up 
the little box in which each^ beside the money, sent 
some token of their gratitude^ and some proof of their 
ingenuity. They would with all their hearts have 
sent twice as many souvenirs as Francois could carry. 

'^D'abord c'est impossible I" cried he, when he 
saw the box that was prepared for him to carry to 
England : but his good-nature was unable to resist 
the entreaties of each to have her offering carried^ 
'^ which would take up no room." 

He departed — arrived safe in England — found out 
madame de Fleury, who was in real distress, in ob- 
scure lodgings at Richmond. He delivered the money^ 
and all the presents of which he had taken charge : 
but the person to whom she trusted a letter, in 
answer to Victoire, was not so punctual, or was more 
unlucky ; for the letter never reached her, and she 
and her companions were long uncertain whether 
their little treasure had been received. They still 
continued, however, with indefatigable gratitude, to 
lay by a portion of their earnings for their benefac- 
tress ; and the pleasure they had in this perseverance 
made them more than amends for the loss of the little 
amusements and privations to which they submitted 
in consequence of their resolution. 

In the mean time Basile, going on steadily with 
his employments, advanced every day in the favour 
of his master, and his salary was increased in pro- 
portion to his abilities and industry; so that he 
thought he could now, without any imprudence, 
marry. He consulted his father, who approved of his 
ehoice; he consulted Maurice as to the probability 
of his being accepted by Victoire ; and ei^cQut^^^^ 



78 TALES OF FASHIONABLE LIFE. 

by both his father and his friend, he was upon the 
eve of addressing hmself to Victoire, when he was 
prevented by a new and unforeseen misfortune. His 
fiither was taken up, by an emissary of Tracassier's, 
and brought before one of their revolutionary com- 
mittees, where he was accused of various acts of 
incivisme. Among other things equally criminal, it 
was proved, that one Sunday, when he went to see 
La petite Trianon, then a public-house, he exclaimed, 
" C'est ici que la canaille danse, et que les honnetes 
gens pleurent !" 

Basile was present at this mock examination of his 
father — ^he saw him on the point of being dragged to 
prison — when a hint was given that he might save 
his father by enlisting immediately, and going with 
the army out of France. Victoire was full in Basile's 
recollection — ^but there was no other means of saving 
his father. He enlisted, and in twenty-four hours 
left Paris. 

What appear to be the most unfortunate circum- 
stances of life often prove ultimately the most ad- 
vantageous. Indeed, those who have knowledge, 
activity, and integrity can convert the apparent 
blanks in the lottery of fortune into prizes. Basile 
was recommended to his commanding officer by the 
gentleman who had lately employed him as a clerk — 
his skill in drawing plans, and in taking rapid sur- 
veys of the countries through which they passed, was 
extremely useful to his general; and his integrity 
made it safe to trust him as a secretary. His com* 
manding officer, though a brave man, was illiterate, 
and a secretary was to him a necessary of life. Basile 
was not only useful, but agreeable; without any 
mean arts or servile adulation, he pleased, by simply 
abowmg the desire to oblige, and the ability to serve. 
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" Diable V* exclaimed the general one day^ as he 
looked at Basile's plan of a town^ which the army- 
was besi^ng^ '^ How comes it that you are able to 
do all these things ? But you have a genius for this 
sort of work, apparently." 

" No, sir," said Basile, '^ these things were taught 
to me, when I was a child, by a good friend." 

" A good friend he was indeed ! He did more fo^ 
you than if he had given you a fortune ; for, in these 
times, that might have been soon taken from you ; 
but now you have the means of making a fortune for 
yourself." 

This observation of the general's, obvious as it may 
seem, is deserving of the serious consideration of those 
who have children of their own to educate, or who 
have the disposal of money for public charities. In 
these times, no sensible person will venture to pro- 
nounce that a change of fortune and station may not 
await the highest and the lowest ; whether we rise or 
fsdl in the scale of society, personal qualities and 
knowledge will be valuable. Those who fall, cannot 
be destitute ; and those who rise, cannot be ridiculous 
or contemptible, if they have been prepared for their 
fortune by proper education. In shipwreck, those 
who carry their all in their minds are the most 
secure. 

But to return to Basile. He had sense enough 
not to make his general jealous of him by any un-> 
seasonable display of his talents, or any officious 
intrusion of advice, even upon subjects which he best 
understood. 

The talents of the warrior and the secretary were 
in such different lines, that there was no danger of 
competition ; and the general, finding in his secretary 
the soul of all the arts, good sense, ^^&x]^^ ^<:n^<t\ 
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the habit of asking his opinion on every subject that 
came within his department. It happened that the 
general received orders from the Directory, at Paris, 
to take a certain* town, let it cost what it would, 
within a given time : in his perplexity, he exclaimed 
before Basile against the unreasonableness of these 
orders, and declared his belief that it was impossible 
he should succeed, and that this was only a scheme 
of his enemies to prepare his ruin. Basile had at- 
-tended to the operations of the engineer who acted 
under the general, and perfectly recollected the model 
of the mines of this town, which he had seen when 
he was employed as draughtsman by his Parisian 
friend. He remembered, that there was formerly 
an old mine, that had been stopped up somewhere 
near the place where the engineer was at work ; he 
mentioned in private his suspicions to the general, 
who gave orders in consequence ; the old mine was 
discovered, cleared out, and by these means the town 
was taken the day before the time appointed. Basile 
did not arrogate to himself any of the glory of this 
success — ^he kept his general's secret and his con« 
fidence. Upon their return to Paris, after a fortunate 
campaign, the general was more grateful than some 
others have been, perhaps because more room was 
given by Basile's prudence for the exercise of this 
virtue. 

'^ My friend," said he to Basile, " you have done 
me a great service by your counsel, and a greater still 
by holding your tongue. Speak now, and tell me 
freely, if there is any thing I can do for you. You 
see, as a victorious general, I have the upper hand 
amongst these fellows — Tracassier's scheme to ruin 
me missed — whatever I ask will at this moment be 
panted; speak fyeely, therefofe.*' 
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Basile asked what he knew Victoire most desired — 
that M. and madame de Fleury should be struck 
from the list of emigrants, and that their property 
now in the hands of the nation should be restored to 
them. The general promised that this should be 
done. A warm contest ensued upon the subject 
between him and Tracassier; but the general stood 
inn ; and Tracassier, enraged, forgot his usual cun- 
ning, and quarrelling irrevocably with a party, now 
more powerful than his own, he and his adherents 
were driven from that station in which they had so 
long tyrannized. From being the rulers of France, 
they in a few hours became banished men, or, in the 
phrase of the times, des deportes. 

We must not omit to mention the wretched end of 
Manon. The man with whom she lived perished by 
the guillotine. From his splendid house she went 
upon the stage— did not succeed — sunk from one 
degree of profligacy to another ; and at last died in 
an hospital. 

• In the mean time, the order for the restoration of 
the Fleury property, and for permission for the 
Fleury family to return to France, was made out in 
due form, and Maurice begged to be the messenger of 
these good tidings : — he set out for England with the 
order. 

Victoire immediately went down to the chateau 
de Fleury, to get every thing in readiness for the 
reception of the family. 

Exiles are expeditious in their return to their 
native country. Victoire had but just time to com- 
plete her preparations, when M. and madame de 
Fleury arrived at Calais. Victoire had assembled 
all her companions, all madame de Fleury's fonxvj^T 
pupiU ; and the hour when sbe 'was ex^feoX^Vwtkft., 

VOL. VIII, Qt 
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they with the peasants of the neighbourhood were all 
in their holiday clothes, and according to the custom 
of the country singing and dancing. Without music 
and dancing there is no perfect joy in France. Never 
was fete du village or fele de Seigneur more joyful 
than this. 

The old steward opened the gate — ^the carriage 
drove in. Madame de Fleury saw that home, which 
she had little expected ever more to behold ; but all 
other thoughts were lost in the pleasure of meeting 
her beloved pupils. 

'* My children I" cried she, as they crowded round 
her the moment she got out of her carriage-r'' My 
dear good children !" 

It was all she could say. She leaned on Victoire's 
arm as she went into the house, and by d^ees re- 
covering from the almost painful excess of pleasure, 
began to enjoy what she yet only confusedly felt. 

Several of her pupils were so much grown and 
altered in their external appearance, that she could 
scarcely recollect them till they spoke, and then their 
voices and the expression of their countenances 
brought their childhood fully to her memory. Vic- 
toire, she thought, was changed the least, and at this 
she rejoiced. 

The feeling and intelligent reader will imagine all 
the pleasure that madame de Fleury enjoyed this 
day ; nor was it merely the pleasure of a day. She 
heard from all her friends, with prolonged satisfetc- 
tion, repeated. accounts of the good conduct of these 
young people during her absence. She learned with 
delight how her restoration to her country and her 
fortune had been effected ; and is it necessary to add, 
that Victoire consented to marry Basile, and that she 
was suitably portioned^ and, what is better still, that 



Madame de fleury. 83 

she was perfectly happy? — M. de Fleury rewarded 
the attachment and good conduct of Maurice^ by 
taking him into his service; and making him his 
manager under the old steward at the chateau de 
Fleury. 

On Victoire's wedding-day, madame de Fleury 
produced all the little offerings of gratitude which 
she had received from her and her companions during 
her exile. It was now her turn to confer favours^ 
and she knew how to confer them both with grace 
and judgment. 

^^ No gratitude in human nature ! No gratitude in 
the lower classes of the people !" cried she : '' How 
much those are mistaken who think so ! I wish they 
could know my history and the history of these my 
children, and they would acknowledge their error." 

Edgeworthstown, 1805. 
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" Horrible montter ! hated by gods and men." 

Phillips. 



THE DUN. 



In the higher and middle classes of society^" says 
a celebrated writer^ ^' it is a melancholy and distress- 
ing sight to observe^ not unfrequently^ a man of a 
noble and ingenuous disposition^ once feelingly alive 
to a s^ise of honour and integrity^ gradually sinking 
under the pressure of his dxciunstances^ making his 
excuses at first with a blush of conscious shame^ 
afraid to see the faces of his friends from whom he 
may have borrowed money, reduced to the meanest 
tricks and subterfuges to delay or avoid the payment 
of his just debts^ till^ ultimately grown familiar with 
falsehood^ and at enmity with the worlds he loses all 
the grace and dignity of man." 

Colonel Pembrdke^ the subject of the following 
story^ had not^ at the time his biographer first became 
acquainted with him^ ^^ grown familiar with false- 
hood j" his conscience was not entirely callous to re- 
proachj nor was his heart insensible to compassion ; 
but he was in a fair way to get rid of all troublesome 
feelings and principles. He was ccmnected with a 
set of selfish young men of fashion^ whose opinions 
stood him instead of law^ equity^ and morality ; to 
them he appealed in all doubtfilll cases^ and his self- 
complacencj being daily aad liioucV^ ^e^TL^\e&X\£^^ 
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their decisions^ he had seldom either leisure or in- 
clination to consult his own judgment. His amuse- 
ments and his expenses were consequently regulated 
bj the example of his companions^ not by his own 
choice. To follow them in every absurd variety of 
the mode^ either in dress or equipage^ was his first 
ambition ; and all their factitious wants appeared to 
him objects of the first necessity. No matter how 
good the bootSj the hat^ the coat^ the furniture^ or the 
equipage might be^ if they had outlived the fashion 
of the day, or even of the hour^ they were absolutely 
worthless in his eyes. Nobody could be seen in such 
things — ^then of what use could they be to any body? 
Colonel Pembroke's finances were not exactly equal 
tathe support of such liberal principles ; but this was a 
misfortune which he had in common with several of 
his companions. It was no check to their spirit — they 
could live upon credit— credit, " that talisman, which 
realizes every thing it imagines, and which can ima- 
gine every thing *." Wilhout staying to reflect upon 
the immediate or remote consequences of this system, 
Pembroke, in his first attempts, found it easy to 
reduce it to practice : but, as he proceeded, he ex- 
perienced some difficulties. Tradesmen's bills accu- 
mulated, and applications for payment became every 
day more frequent and pressing. He defended him- 
self vdth much address and ingenuity, and practice 
perfected him in all the Fabian arts of delay. " No 
faith with dims" became, as he frankly declared, a 
maxim of his morality. He could now, with a most 
plausible face, protest to apoor devil, upon the honour 
of a gentleman, that he should be paid lio-morrow ; 
when nothing was further from his intentions or bis 

* See Des Casaux sai le Medumisme de Societe. 
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power than to keep his word : and when to-morrow 
came^ he could with the most easy assurance damn 
the rascal for putting a gentleman in mind of his 
promises. But there were persons more difficult to 
manage than poor devils. Colonel Pembroke's tailor^ 
who had begun by being the most accommodating 
fellow in the world, and who had in three years run 
him up a bill of thirteen hundred pounds, at length be- 
gan to fail in complaisance, and had the impertinence 
to talk of his large family, and his urgent calls for 
money, &c. And next, the colonel's shoe and boot- 
maker, a man from whom he had been in the habit 
of taking two hundred pounds -worth of shoes and 
boots every year, for himself and his servants, now pre- 
tended to be in distress for ready money, and refused to 
furnish more goods upon credit. '^ Ungrateful dog !" 
Pembroke called him ; and he actually believed his 
creditors to be ungrateful and insolent, when they 
asked for their money ; for men frequently learn to 
believe what they are in the daily habit of asserting*, 
especially if their assertions be not contradicted by 
their audience. He knew that his tradesmen over- 
charged him in every article he bought, and therefore 
he thought it but just to delay payment whilst it 
suited his convenience. ^' Confound them, they can 
very well afford to wait !" As to their pleas of urgent 
demands for ready money, large families, &c., he con- 
sidered these merely as words of course, tradesmen's 
cant, which should make no more impression upon a 
gentleman than the whining of a beggar. 

One day when Pembroke was just going out to 
ride with some of his gay companions, he was stopped 
at his own door by a pale, thin, miserable-looking 

• KochefQuca.\jlt.» 
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boy, of eight or nine years old, who presented him 
with a paper, which he took for granted was a peti- 
,tion; he threw the child half-a-crown. " There, 
take that," said he, '' and stand out of the way of 
my horse's heels, I advise you, my little fellow." 

The boy, however, still pressed closer ; and without 
picking up the half-crown, held the paper to colonel 
Pembroke, who had now vaulted into his saddle. 

'* O no ! no ! That's too much, my lad — I never 
read petitions — I'd sooner give half-a-crown at any 
time than read a petition." 

^' But, sir, this is not a petition indeed, sir, I 

am not a beggar." 

^* What is it then ? — Heyday ! a bill ! — Then you're 
worse than a b^^ar — a dun ! — a dun ! in the public 
streets, at your time of life ! You little rascal, why 
what will you come to before you are your father's 
age ?" The boy sighed. '* If," pursued the colonel, 
** I were to serve you right, I should give you a good 
horse- whipping. Do you see this whip ?" 

" I do, sir," said the boy ; " but " 

^' But what? you insolent little dun! — But 
what ?*' 

" My father is dying," said the child, bursting into 
tears, " and we have no money to buy him bread, or 
any thing." 

Struck by these words, Pembroke snatched the 
paper from the boy, and looking hastily at the total 
and title of the bill, read — " Twelve pounds, fourteen 
— John White, weaver." — " I know of no such per- 
son ! — I have no dealings with weavers, child," said 
the colonel, laughing : " My name's Pembroke — 
Colonel Pembroke." 

" Colonel Pembroke — ^yes, sir, the very person Mr. 
CHase the tailor sent me to !" 
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" Close the tailor ! D — n the rascal : was it he 
sent you to dun me ? for this trick he shall not see a 
£Eurthing of my money this twelvemonth. You may 
tell him so, you little whining hypocrite ! — And, hark 
you! the next time you come to me, take care to 
come with a better story — let your father and mother 
and six brothers and sisters be all lying ill of the 
fever — do you understand ?" 

He tore the bill into bits as he spoke, and showered 
it over the boy's head. Pembroke's companions 
laughed at this operation, and he facetiously called it 
^^ powdering a dun." They rode off to the Park in 
high spirits ; and the poor boy picked up the half- 
crown, and returned home. His home was in a lane 
in Moorfields, about three miles distant from this gay 
part of the town. As the child had not eaten any 
thing that morning, he was feeble, and grew faint as 
he was crossing Covent Garden. He sat down upon 
the corner of a stage of flowers. 

'' What are you doing there ?" cried a surly man, 
pulling him up by the arm ; " What business have 
you lounging and loitering here, breaking my best 
balsam V* 

^' I did not mean to do any harm — I am not loi- 
tering, indeed, sir, — I'm only weak," said the boy, 
" and hungry." 

^^ Oranges ! oranges ! fine china oranges !" cried a 
woman, rolling her barrow full of fine fruit towards 
him. ^' If you've a two-pence in the world, you can't do 
better than take one of these fine ripe china oranges." 

^^ I have not two-pence of my own in the world," 
said the boy. 

'^ What's that I see through the hole in your 
waistcoat pocket ?" said the woman ; " is not that 
silver }" 
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*' Yes, half-a-crown ; which I am carrying home 
to my father, who is ill, and wants it more than 
I do." 

/ *' Pooh ! take an orange out of it — it's only two- 
pence — ^and it will do you good — I'm sure you look 
as if you wanted it badly enough." 

*' That may be ; but father wants it worse — No, I 
won't change my half-crown," said the boy, turning 
away from the tempting oranges. 

The gruff gardener caught him by the hand. 

" Here, I've moved the balsam a bit, and it is not 
broke, I see; sit ye down, child, and rest yourself, 
and eat this," said he, putting into his hand half a 
ripe orange, which he had just cut. 

^^ Thank you ! — God bless you, sir ! — How good it 
is — But," said the child, stopping after he had tasted 
the sweet juice, '' I am sorry I have sucked so much ; 
I might have carried it home to father, who is ill ; 
and what a treat it would be to him ! — I'll keep the 
rest." 

" No— that yf>u sha'n't," said the orange-woman. 
" But I'll tell you what you shall do — take this home 
to your father, which is a better one by half — I'm 
sure it will do him good — I never knew a ripe china 
orange do harm to man, woman, or child." 

The boy thanked the good woman and the gar- 
dener, as only those can thank who have felt what it 
is to be in absolute want. When he was rested, and 
able to walk, he pursued his way home. His mother 
^vas watching for him at the street-door. 

" Well, John, my dear, what news ? Has he paid 
us ?" 

The boy shook his head. 

" Then we must bear it as well as we can," said 
Iijs mother, wiping the cold dew from her forehead. 
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; '' But look, mother, I have this half-crown, which 
the gentleman, thinking me a beggar, threw to me." 

'^ Run with it, love, to the baker's. — No — stay, 
you're tired — I'll go myself; and do you step up to 
your father, and tell him the bread is coming in a 
minute." 

^' Don't run, for you're not able, mother ; don't 
hurry so," said the boy, calling after her, and holding 
up his orange : " See, I have this for father whilst 
you are away." 

. He clambered up three flights of dark, narrow, 
broken stairs, to the room in which his father lay. 
The door hung by a single hinge, and the child had 
scarcely strength enough to raise it out of the hollow 
in the decayed floor into which it had sunk. He 
pushed it open, with as little noise as possible, just 
far enough to creep in. 

Let those forbear to follow him whose fine feelings 
can be moved only by romantic elegant scenes of dis- 
tress, whose delicate sensibility shrinks from the re- 
volting sight of real misery. Here are no pictures 
for romance, no stage effect to be seen, no poetic 
language to be heard — nothing to charm the imagina- 
tion — every thing to disgust the senses. 

This room was so dark, that upon first going into 
it, after having been in broad daylight, you could 
scarcely distinguish any one object it contained — and 
no one used to breathe a pure atmosphere, could pro- 
bably have endured to remain many minutes in this 
-garret. There were three beds in it— one on which 
the sick man lay : divided from it by a tattered rug 
.was another, for his vdfe and daughter ; and a third 
for his little boy in the furthest corner. Underneath 
.the window was fixed a loom, at which the poor 
weaver had worked hard many a da^ «csA. ^^«x — \wi 
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hard^ indeed— even till the very hour he was taken 
ill. His shuttle now lay idle upon the frame. A 
girl of about sixteen — his daughter — was sitting at the 
foot of his bed^ finishing some plain -work. 

'* O Anne ! how your face is all flushed !" said her 
little brother^ as she looked up when he came into the 
room. 

" Have you brought us any money ?" whispered 
she : ^' don't say No loud^ for fear father should hear 
you." 

The boy told her in a low voice all that had passed. 

^^ Speak out^ my dear^ I'm not asleep/' said his 
fiather. ** So you are come back as you went ?" 

" No, fether, not quite ^there's bread coming 

for you." 

" Give me some more water, Anne, for my mouth 
is quite parched." 

The little boy cut his orange in an instant, and 
gave a piece of it to his father, telling him at the 
same time how he came by it. The sick man raised 
his hands to heaven, and blessed the poor woman who 
gave it to him. 

'^ O how I love her ! and how I hate that cruel, 
unjust, rich man, who won't pay father for all the 
hard work he has done for him !" cried the child : 
'' How I hate him !" 

" God forgive him !" «aid th^ weaver. *^ I don't 
know what will become of you all, when I'm gone ; 
and no one to befriend you — or even to work at the 
ioom. Anne, I think if I was up," said he, raising 
himself, '^ 1 could still contrive to do a little good." 

" Dear father, don't think of getting up ; the best 
you can do for us is to lie still and take rest." 

" Rest ! — I can take no rest, Anne. Rest ! there's 
none for me in this world. And whilst I'm in it, is 
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not it my duty to work for my wife and cliildren ? 
Reach me my clothes^ and I'll get up." 

It was vain to contend with him^ when this notion 
seized him that it was his duty to work till the last. 
All opposition fretted and made him worse ; so that 
his daughter and his wife^ even from affection^ were 
forced to yields and to let him go to the loom^ when 
his trembling hands were scarcely able to throw the 
shuttle. He did not know how weak he was till he 
tried to walk. As he stepped out of bed^ his wife 
came in with a loaf of bread in her hand — at the un- 
expected sight he made an exclamation of joy ; sprang 
forward to meet her^ but fell upon the floor in a swoon^ 
before he could put one bit of the bread which she 
broke for him into his mouth. Want of sustenance^ 
the having been overworked^ and the constant anxiety 
which preyed upon his spirits^ had reduced him to 
this deplorable state of weakness. When he recovered 
his senses^ his wife showed him his little boy eating 
a large piece of bread — she also ate^ and made Anne 
eat before him^ to relieve his mind from that dread 
which had seized it — and not without some reason — 
that he should see his wife and children starve to 
death. 

" You find, father, there's no danger for to-day," 
said Anne ; " and to-morrow I shall be paid for my 
plain-work, and then we shall do very well for a few 
days longer ; and I dare say in that time Mr. Close 
the tailor will receive some money from some of the 
great many rich gentlemen who owe him so much; 
and you know he promised that as soon as ever he 
was able he would pay us." 

With such hopes, and the remembrance of such 
promises, the poor man's spirits could not be much 
raised; he knew, alas! how little d.ei^«iidL«^xi!Cft ^^% \.^ 
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be placed on them. As soon as he had eaten^ and felt 
his strength revive^ he insisted upon going to the loom : 
bis mind was bent upon finishing a pattern^ for which 
he was to receive five guineas in ready money— he 
worked and worked^ then lay down and rested himself, 
then worked again^ and so on during the remainder of 
the day ; and during several hours of the night he con- 
tinued to throw the shuttle^ whilst his little boy and 
his wife by turns wound spools for him. 

He completed his work, and threw himself upon 
his bed quite exhausted, just as the neighbouring 
clock struck one. 

. At this hour colonel Pembroke was in the midst of 
a gay and brilliant assembly at Mrs. York's, in a 
splendid saloon illuminated with wax-lights in pro- 
fusion, the floor crayoned with roses and myrtles, 
which the dancers' feet effaced, the walls hung with 
the most expensive hot-house flowers; in short, he 
was surrounded with luxury in all its extravagance. 
It is said that the peaches alone at this entertain- 
ment amounted to six hundred guineas. They cost 
a guinea apiece: the price of one of them, which 
colonel Pembroke threw away because it was not 
perfectly ripe, would have supported the weaver and 
his whole family for a week. 

- There are political advocates for luxury, who assert, 
perhaps justly, that the extravagance of individuals 
increases the wealth of nations. But even upon this 
system, those who by false hopes excite the industrious 
to exertion, without paying them their just wages, 
commit not only the most cruel private injustice, but 
the most important public injury. The permanence 
of industry in any state must be proportioned to the 
certainty, of its reward. 

Amongst the masks at Mrs» York's were three, who 
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a!knu8ed the company particularly: the festive mob 
followed them as they moved, and their bon-mots 
were applauded and repeated by all the best, that is 
to say, the most feishionable male and female judges 
of wit. The three distinguished characters were a 
spendthrift, a bailiiflT, and a dun. The spendthrift 
was supported with great spirit and truth by colonel 
Pembroke, and two of his companions were great and 
correct in the parts of the bailiff and the dun. The 
happy idea of appearing in these characters this night 
had been suggested by the circumstance that hap- 
pened in the morning. Colonel Pembroke gave him-* 
self great credit, he said, for thus '^ striking novelty 
even from difficulty ;" and he rejoiced that the rascal 
of a weaver had sent his boy to dun him, and had 
thus furnished him with diversion for the evening as 
well as the morning. We are much concerned that 
we cannot, iot the advantage of posterity, record any 
of the innumerable good things which undoubtedly 
were uttered by this trio. Even the newspapers of 
the day could speak only in general panegyric. The 
probability, however, is, that the colonel deserved the 
praises that were lavished upon his manner of sup- 
porting his character. No man was better acquainted 
than himself with all those anecdotes of men of fashion, 
which could illustrate the spendthrift system. At 
least fifty times he had repeated, and always with the 
same glee, the reply of a great character to a creditor, 
who, upon being asked when his bond debts were likdy 
to be paid, answered, ^' On the day of judgment." 

Probably the admiration, which this and similai 
sallies of wit have excited, must have produced a 
strong desire in the minds of many young men of 
spirit to perform similar feats ; and though the ruin 
of innumerable popjr creditors may be ^e WP^^'^'''^'^''^^^ 

VOL, vni. 3. 
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tliat will not surely be deemed by a certain class of 
jlreasoners worthy of a moment's regret, or even a mo- 
ment's thought. Persons of tender consciences may 
perhaps be shocked at the idea of committing in- 
justice and cruelty by starving their creditors, but 
they may strengthen their minds by taking an en- 
larged political view of the subject. 

It is obvious, that whether a hundred guineas be 
in the pocket of A or B, the total sum of the wealth 
of the nation remains the same ; and whether the en- 
joyments of A be as 100, and those of B as 0, — or 
whether these enjojrments be equally divided between 
A and B, — ^is a matter of no importance to the political 
arithmetician, because in both cases it is obvious that 
the total sum of national happiness remains the same. 
The happiness of individuals is nothing compared with 
the general mass. 

And if the individual B should fancy himself ill- 
used by our political arithmetician, and should take 
it into his head to observe, that though the happiness 
of B is nothing to the general mass, yet that it is 
every thing to him — the politician of course takes 
snuff, and replies, that his observation is foreign to 
the purpose— that the good of the whole society is 
the object in view. And if B immediately accede to 
this position, and only ask humbly whether the good 
of the whole be not made up of the good of the parts 
*— and whether as a part he have not some right to 
his share of good-^the dexterous logical arithmetician 
answers, that B is totally out of the question, be- 
cause B is a negative quantity in the equation. And 
if obstinate B, still conceiving himself aggrieved, ob- 
jects to this total annihilation of himself and his in- 
terests, and asks why the lot of extinction should not 
IkU upcto the debtor C, or even upon the calculator 
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himself^ by whatever letter of the alphabet he hap-^- 
pens to be designated, the calculator must knit his 
brow, and answer — any thing he pleases— except, / 
don't know — ^for this is a phrase below the dignity of 
a philosopher. This argument is produced, not as a 
statement of what is really the case, but as a popular 
argument against political sophistry. 

Colonel Pembroke, notwithstanding his success at 
Mrs. York's masquerade in his character of a spend- 
thrift, could not by his utmost wit and address satisfy 
or silence his impertinent tailor. Mr. Close abso- 
lutely refused to give further credit without valuable 
consideration ; and the colonel was compelled to pass 
his bond for the whole sum which was chumed, which! 
was fifty pounds more than was strictly due, in order 
to compound with the tailor for the want of ready 
money. When the bond was fairly signed, sealed^ 
and delivered, Mr. Close produced the poor weaver's 
bill. 

" Colonel Pembroke," said he, ^' I have a trifling 
bill here— I am really ashamed to speak to you about^ 
such a trifle — but as we are settling all accounts — and 
as this White the weaver is so wretchedly poor, that 
he or some of his family are with me every day of 
my life dunning me to get me to speak about their 
little demand " 

" Who is this White ?" said Mr. Pembroke. 

" You recollect the elegant waistcoat pattern of 
which you afterwards bought up the whole piece> 
lest it should become common and vulgar?— this 
White was the weaver, from whom we got it." 

'^ Bless me ! why that's two years ago : I thought 
that fellow was paid long ago !" 

" No, indeed; I wish he had; for he has beft».^3w^ 
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torment of my life tHs many a month — I never saw' 
people so eager about their money." 
. '^ But why do you employ such miserable, greedy 
creatures ? What can you expect but to be dunned 
every hour of your life ?" 

'* Very true, indeed, colonel ; it is what I always, 
on that principle, avoid as &r as possibly I can : but 
I can't blame myself in this particular instance ; for 
this White, at the time I employed him first, was a 
veiy decent man, and in a very good way, for one of 
his sort : but I suppose he has taken to drink, for he 
is worth not a &rdiing now." 

** What business has a fellow of his sort to drink? 
he should leave that for his betters," said colonel 
Pembroke, laughing. '^ Drinl^ng's too great a plea- 
sure for a weaver. The drunken rascal's money is 
safer in my hands, tell him, than in his own." 

The tailor's conscience twinged him a little at this 
instant, for he had spoken entirely at random, not 
having the slightest grounds for his insinuation that 
this poor weaver had riiined himself by drunkenness. 

** Upon my word, sir," said Close, retracting, '^ the 
man may not be a drunken fellow for any thing I 
know positively — 1 purely surmised that might be 
the case, from his having fallen into such distress, 
which is no otherwise accountable for, to my com- 
prehension, except we believe his own story, that he 
has money due to him which he cannot get paid, and 
that this has been his ruin." 

Colonel Pembroke cleared his throat two or three 
times upon hearing this last suggestion, and actually 
took up the weaver's bill with some intention of pay- 
ing it ; but he recollected that he should want the 
feady money he had in his pocket for another in- 
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dispensable occasion; for he was obliged to go ta 
Brookes's that night ; so he contented his humanity 
by recommending it to Mr. Close to pay White and 
have done with*him. 

** If you let him have the money, you know, you can 
put it down to my account, or make a memorandunk 
of it at the back of the bond. In short, settle it as 
you will, but let me hear no more about it* I have 
jiot leisure to think of such trifles — Good morning to 
you, Mr. Close." 

Mr. Close was far from having any intentions of 
coapplying with the colonel's request. When the 
weaver's wife called upon him after his return home, 
he assured her that he had not seen the colour of one 
guinea^ or one farthing, of colonel Pembroke's money, 
and that it was absolutely impossible that he could 
pay Mr. White till he was paid himself — that it 
could not be expected he should advance money for 
any body out of his own pocket — that he begged he 
might not be pestered and dunned any more, for that 
h€ really had not leisure to think of such trifles^ 

For want of this trifle, of which neither the fashion- 
able colonel nor his fashionable tailor had leisure to 
think, the poor weaver and his whole family were 
reduced to the last degree of human misery— ^to ab* 
solute famine. The man had exerted himself to the 
utmost to finish a pattern, which had been bespoken 
for a tradesman who promised upon the delivery of it 
to pay him five guineas in hand. This money he re« 
x^ved : but four guineas of it were due to his land* 
lord for rent of his wretched garret, and the re« 
maining guinea was divided between the baker, to 
whom an old bill was due, and the apothecary, to 
ivhom they were obliged to have recourse, a& xXvt. 
weaver was extremely ill. T^ey \i"^^\iX.^^K^Si^ /wir^ 
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thing now to depend upon but what the wife and 
daughter could earn by needlework ; and they were 
known to be so miserably poor^ that the prudent 
neighbours did not like to trust them with plain- 
work^ lest it should not be returned safely. Besides, 
in such a dirty place as they lived in^ how could it be 
expected that they should put any work out of their 
hands decently dean ? The woman to whom the house 
belonged^ however, at last procured them work from 
Mrs. Carver, a widow lady, who she said was ex- 
tremely charitable. She advised Anne to carry home 
the work as soon as it was finished, and to wait to 
see the lady herself, who might perhaps be as cha- 
ritable to her as she was to many others. Anne re^ 
solved to take this advice : but when she carried home 
her work to the place to which she was directed, her 
heart almost £uled her; for she found Mrs. Carver 
lived in such a handsome house, that there was little 
diance of a poor girl being admitted by the servants 
further than the hall-door or the kitchen. The lady, 
however, happened to be just coining out of her parlour 
at the moment the hall-door was opened for Anne ; 
and she bid her come in, and show her work— ap- 
pfroved of it-— commended her industry — asked her 
several questions about her family — seemed to be 
touched with compassion by Anne's account of their 
distress— 4nd after paying what she had charged for 
the work, put half-a^guinea into her hand, and bid 
-her call the next day, when she hoped that she should 
be able to do something more for her. This unex<* 

'^pected bounty, and the kindness of voice and look 
with which it was accompanied, had such an effect 
upon the poor girl, that if she had not caught hold of 
a chair to support herself she would hftve sunk to the 

gtviwd. Mrs. Cfay& immediately made her sit dowii 
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*— '' O madam f I'm well, quite well now — ^it was 
nothing— only surprise," said she, bursting into tears. 
" I b^ your pardon for this foolishness — but it is 
only because I'm weaker to day than usual, for want 
6f eating." 

" For want of eating ! my poor child ! How she 
trembles! she is weak indeed — and must not leave 
my house in this condition." 

Mrs. Carver rang the bell, and ordered a glass of 
wine : but Anne was afraid to drink it, as she was 
not used to wine, and as she knew that it would affect 
her head if she drank without eating. When the 
lady, found that she refused the wine, she did not 
press it, but insisted upon her eating something. 

'^ O madam !" said the poor girl, '' it is long, long 
indeed, since I have eaten so heartily; and it is 
almost a shame for me to stay eating such dainties, 
when my father and mother are all the while in the 
way they are. But I'll run home with the half- 
guinea, and tell them how good you have been, and 
they will be so joyful and so thankful to you ! My 
mother will come herself, I'm sure, with me to-mor- 
row morning — she can thank you so much better than 
lean!" 

Those only who have known the extreme of want 
can imagine the joy and gratitude with which the 
half-guinea was received by this poor family. Haif- 
a-guinea !— Colonel Pembroke spent six half-guineas 
this very day in a fruit-shop, and ten times that sum 
at a jeweller's on seals and baubles for which he had 
no manner of use. 

When Anne and her mother called the next morn- 
ing to thank their benefactress, she was not up ; but 
her servant gave them a parcel from his mistress : it 
contained a fresh supply of iieed[!ijewc»\L, ^ ^^"^rsV) ^a^. 
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acme other clothes^ which were directed ^br Anne. 
The serrant said^ that if she would call again about 
eight in the eyening^ his lady would probably be able 
to see her^ and that she begged to have the work 
finished by that time. The work was finished, 
though with some difficulty^ by the appointed hour; 
and Anne, dressed in her new clothes, was at Mrs. 
Carver's door just as the dock struck eight. The 
old lady was alone at tea; she seemed to be well 
pleased by Anne's punctuality; said that she had 
made inquiries respecting Mr. and Mrs. White, and 
that she heard an excellent character of them ; tiiat 
therefore she was disposed to do erery thing she 
could to serve them. She added, that she ^' should 
soon part with h^ own maid, and that perhaps Anne 
might supply her place." Nothing could be more 
agreeable to the poor girl than this proposal: her 
&ther and mother were rejoiced at the idea of seeing 
her so well placed; and they now looked forward 
impatiently for the day when Mrs. Carver's maid was 
to be dismissed. In the mean time the old lady con-* 
tinned to employ Anne, and to make her presents, 
sometimes of clothes, and sometimes of money. The 
money she always gave to her parents ; and i^e loved 
her ^' good old lady," as she always called her, more 
for putting it in her power thus to help her father 
and mother than for all the rest. The weaver's 
disease had arisen from want of sufficient food, from- 
fetigue of body, and anxiety of mind ; and he grew 
rapidly bcitter, now that he was relieved from want, 
and inspired with hope. Mrs. Carver bespoke from 
him two pieces of waistcoating, which she promised 
to dispose of for him most advantageously, by a 
raffle, for which she had raised subscriptions amongst 
her nnm&roua acquaintance. . I^e expressed great 
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indignation^ when Anne told her how Mr. White 
had been ruined by persons who would not pay their 
just debts ; and when she knew that the weaver was 
qrercharged for all his working materials^ because he 
took them upon credit^ she generously ojflfered to lend 
them whatever ready money might be necessary^ 
which she said Anne might repay^ at her leisure^ out 
of her wages. 

" O madam !" said Anne^ " you are too good to ua, 
indeed — too good i and if you could but see into our 
hearts^ you would know that we are not ungratefuL" 
** I am sure that is what you never will be, my 
dear,^ said the old lady ; '^ at least such is my opi« 
ni<Mi of you." 

^^ Thank you, ma'am ! thank you, from the bottom 
of my heart ! — We should all have been starved, if it 
had not been for you. And it is owing to you thai 
we are so happy now — quite different creatures fxora 
what we were." 

" Quite a different creature indeed, you look, child^ 
from what you did the first day I saw you. To- 
morrow my own maid goes, and you may come at t^n 
o'clock ; and I hope we shall agree very well toge- 
ther — you'll find me an easy mistress, and I make no 
doubt I shall always find you the good grateful girl 
you seem to be." 

Anne was impatient for the moment when she was 
to enter into the service of her benefEictress ; and she 
lay awake half the night, considering how she should 
ever be able to show sufficient gratitude. As AIr9« 
Carver had often expressed her desire to have Anne 
look neat and smart, she dressed herself as well as 
she possibly could; and when her poor father and 
mother took leave of her, they could not help ob* 
servings as Mrs. Carver had doivft Xjai^ A^ NisSssi^ 
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that '^^ Aline looked quite a different creature from 
wliat she was a few weeks ago." She was, indeed, 
an extremely pretty girl ; but we need not stop to 
relate aU the fond praises that were bestowed upon 
her beauty by her partial parents. Her little brother 
J(^ was not at home when she was going away ; he 
was at a carpenter*s shop in the neighbourhood mend- 
ing a wheelbarrow, which belonged to that good- 
natured orange- woman who gave him the orange for 
his father. Anne called at the carpenter's shop to 
take leave of her brother. The woman was there 
waiting for her barrow — she looked earnestly at Anne 
when she entered, an<l then whispered to the boy, 
** Is that your sister ?" — *' Yes," said the boy, " and 
as good a Lter she is as ever was bom." 

.*' May be so," said the woman ; " but she is not 
likely to be good ibr much long, in the way she is 
going on now." 

'^ What way ? — what do you mean ?" said Anne, 
colouring violently. 

^' 0> you understand me well enough, though you 
look so innocent." 

'^ I do not understand you in the least." 

'' No ! — Why, is not it you that I see going almost 
every day to that house in Chiswell-street?" 

« Mrs. Carver's ?— Yes." 

" Mrs. Carver's indeed !" cried the woman, throw- 
ing an orange-peel from her with an air of disdain — 
** a pretty come off indeed ! as if I did not know her 
name, and all about her, as well as you do." 

^' Do you ?" said Anne ; " then I am sure you 
know one of the best women in the world." 

The woman looked still more earnestly than before 
in Anne's oountenanoo; and then taking hold of both 
h^ hands exclaimed^ ^^ You poor young cr^ture^ 
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what are you about ? I do believe you don't know 
what you are about — if you do, you are the greatest 
cheat I ever looked in the face, long as I've lived in 
this cheating world." 

*' You frighten my sister," said the boy : *^ do pray 
tell her what you mean at once, for look how pale 
she turns." 

'^ So much the better, for now I have good hope of 
her. Then to tell you all at once— no matter how I 
frighten her, it's for her good — ^this Mrs. Carver, as 
you call her, is only Mrs. Carver when she wants to 
pass upon such as you for a good woman." 

" To pass for a good woman !" repeated Anne wiA 
indignation. *^ O, she is, she is a good woman — you 
do not know her as I do." 

** I know her a great deal better, I tell yt)u : if 
you choose not to believe me, go your ways — go to 
your ruin — go to your shame — ^go to your grave- 
as hundreds have gone, by the same road, before you. 
Your Mrs. Carver keeps two houses, and one of them 
is a bad house — and that's the house you'll soon go 
to, if you trust to her : now you know the whole 
truth." 

The poor girl was shocked so much, that for several 
minutes she could neither speak nor think. As sooki 
as she had recovered sufficient presence of mind to 
consider what she should do, she declared that she 
would that instant go home and put on her rags 
again, and return to the wicked Mrs. Carver all the 
clothes she had given her. 

'* But what will become of us all ?— She has lent 
my father money — a great deal of money. How can 
he pay her ? — O, I will pay her all — I will go into 
■some honest service, now I am well and strong enou^ 
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to do any sort of hard work^ and God knows I am 
willing." 

Full of these resolutions^ Anne hurried home^ in- 
taiding to tell her father and mother all that had 
happened; but they were. neither of them within. 
She flew to the mistress of the house, who had first 
recommended her to Mrs. Carver, and reproached 
her in the most moving terms which the agony of 
her mind could suggest. Her landlady listened to 
her with astonishment, either real or admirably well 
affected — declared that she knew nothing more of 
Mrs. Carver but that she lived in a large fine house, 
and that she had been very charitable to some poor 
people in Moorfields — that she bore the best of cha*- 
racters — and that if nothing could be said against 
her but by an orange- woman, there was no great 
ireason to believe such scandal. 

Anne now began to think that the whole of what 
she had heard might be a falsehood, or a mistake ; 
one moment she blamed herself for so easily suspect- 
ing a person who had shown her so much kindness ; 
Imt the next minute the emphatic words and warning 
looks of the woman recurred to her mind; and though 
they were but the words and looks of an orange- 
woman, she could not help dreading that there was 
some truth in them. The clock struck ten whilst 
she was in this uncertainty. The woman of the 
house urged her to go without further delay to Mrs. 
CScurer's, who would undoubtedly be displeased by 
any want of punctuality ; but Anne wished to wait 
for the return of her father and mother. 

*' They will not be back, either of them, these 
three hours ; for your mother is gone to the other 
end of the town about that old bill of colonel Pern- 
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broke's^ and your father is gone to buy some silk fot 
weaving — he told me be should not be home befbre 
three o'clock." 

Notwithstanding these remonstrances^ Anne per-* 
sisted in her resolution : she took off the clothes which 
she had received from Mrs. Carver^ and put on those 
which she had been used to wear. Her mother wasi 
much surprised^ when she came in^ to see h^r in this 
Condition ; and no words can describe her grief, wheii 
she heard the cause of this change. She blamed 
herself severely for not having made inquiries oon^ 
ceming Mrs. Carver before she had suffered her 
daughter to accept of any presents from her; and 
she wept bitterly^ when she recollected the money 
which this woman had lent her husband. 

'' She will throw him into jail^ I am sure she will 
— we shall be worse off a thousand times than evi^r 
we were in our worst days. The work that is in the 
loom^ by which he hoped to get so much, is all iot 
her, and it will be left upon hands now ; and how 
are we to pay the woman of this house for the lodg- 
ings ? O ! I see it all coming upon us at once," 

continued the poor woman, wringing her hands. ^* If 
that colonel Pembroke would but let us have ou^ 
own !^ — But there I've been all the morning hunting 
him out, and at last, when I did see him, he only 
swore, and said we were all a feunily af duns, or some 
such nonsense. And then he called after me from 
the top of his fine stairs, just to say, that he had 
ordered Close the tailor to pay us ; and when I went 
to him, there was no satisfsiction to be got from him 
— ^his shop was full of customers, and he hustled me 
aw^y, giving me for answer, that when colonel Pem- 
broke paid him, he would pay us, and no sooriftXi 
Ah ! these purse-proud tTade&{oW> wv!5L\!iDA%'^%\'a:^*«a»'2»^ 
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fashion^ what do they know of all we suffer ? What 
do they care for us? — It is not for charity I ask any 
of them— only for what my own husband has justly 
earned^ and hardly toiled for too ; and this I cannot 
get out of their hands. If I could^ we might defy 
this wicked woman — ^but now we are laid under her 
feet^ and she will trample us to death." 

In the midst of these lamentations^ Anne's father 
came in : when he learnt the cause of them^ he stood 
for a moment in silence; then snatched from his 
daughter's hand the bundle of clothes^ which she had 
prepared to return to Mrs. Carver. 

^' Give them to me ; I will go to this woman my- 
self/' cried he with indignation : '' Anne shall never 
more set her foot within those doors." 

" Dear fether," cried Anne, stopping him as he 
went out of the door^ ** perhaps it is all a mistake : 
do pray inquire from somebody else before you speak 
to Mrs. Carver — she looks so good, she has been so 
kind to me, I cannot believe that she is ^vicked. Do 
pray inquire of a great many people before you knock 
at the door." • 

He promised that he would do all his daughter 
desired. 

With most impatient anxiety they waited for his 
return: the time of his absence appeared insup- 
portably long, and they formed new fears and new 
conjectures every instant. Every time they heard 
a footstep upon the stairs, they ran out to see who 
it was: sometimes it was the landlady— ^sometimes 
the lodgers or their visitors — at last came the person 
they longed to see; but the moment they beheld 
him, all their fears were confirmed. He was pale 
as death, and his lips trembled with convulsive mo- 
^on. He walked directly up to his loom, and without 
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Speaking one syllable b^an to cut the unfinished 
work out of it. 

** What are you about^ my dear ?" cried his wife. 
*^ Consider what you are about — ^this work of yours 
is the only dependence we have in the Ivorld." 

" You have nothing in this world to depend upon^ 
I tell you/' cried he, continuing to cut out the web 
ynih. a hurried hand — '^ you must not depend on me 
-?-you must not depend on my work — I shall never 
throw this shuttle more whilst I live — ^think of me 
as if I was dead — to-morrow I shall be dead to you 
—I shall be in a jail, and there must lie till carried 
out in my coffin. Here, take this work just as it is 
to our landlady — she met me on the stairs, and said 
she must have her rent directly — that will pay her — 
I'll pay all I can. As for the loom, that's only hired 
-^—the silk I bought to-day will pay the hire — I'll 
pay all my debts to the uttermost farthing, as far as 
I am able — but the ten guineas to that wicked woman 
I cannot pay — so I must rot in a jail. Don't cry, 
Anne, don't cry so, my good girl — you'll break my 
heart, wife, if you take on so. Why ! have not we 
one comfort, that let us go out of this world when 
we may, or how we may, we shall go out pf it honest, 
having no one's ruin to answer for, having done our 
duty to God and man, as & as we are able } — ^My 
child," continued he, catching Anne in his arms, *^ I 
have you safe, and I thank God for it !" 

When this poor man had thus in an incoherent 
manner given vent to his first feelings, he became 
somewhat more composed, and was able to relate all 
that had passed between him and Mrs. Carver. The 
inquiries which he made before he saw her sufficiently 
confirmed the orange- woman's story; and when he 
returned the presents, which AiiU'&\i^.^\rcLlQ\N»si^^ 



112 TALES OF FASHIONABLE LIFE. 

received^ Mrs. Carver, with all the audacity of a 
woman hardened in guilt, avowed her purpose and 
her profession — declared that whatever ignorance and 
innocence Anne or her parents might now find it 
convenient to affect, she '' was confident they had 
all the time perfectly understood what she was about, 
and that she would not be cheated at last by a parcel 
of swindling hypocrites." With horrid imprecations 
^e then swore, that if Anne was kept from her she 
would have vengeance — and that her vengeance should 
know no bounds. The event showed that these were 
not empty threats — the very next day she sent two 
bailiffs to arrest Anne's father. They met him in 
the street, as he was going to pay the last farthii^ 
he had to the baker, The wretched man in vain 
endeavoured to move the ear of justice, by relating 
the simple truth. Mrs. Carver was rich — her victim 
was poor. He was committed to jail ; and he en- 
t^ed his prison with the firm belief, that there he 
must drag out the remainder of his days. 

One feint hope remained in his wife's heart — she 
imagined that if she could but prevail upon colonel 
Pembroke's servants, either tp obtain for her sight of 
their master, or if they would carry to him a letter 
containing an exact account of her distress, he would 
immediately pay the fourteen pounds, which had been 
SM> long due. With this money she could obtain her 
husband's liberty, and she fancied all might yet be 
well. Her son, who could write a very legible hand, 
wrote the petition. '^ Ah, mother !" said he, ^' don't 
h(^ that colonel Pembroke will read it — he will 
tear it to pieces, as he did one that I carried him 
before." 

" I can but try," said she ; ^' I cannot believe 
that any gentleman is so cruel, and so unjust — hd 
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must and will pay us when be knows the whole 
truth/' 

Colonel Pembroke Was dressing in a hurry^ to go 
to a great dinner at the Crown and Anchor tavern. 
One of Pembroke's gay companions had called^ and 
was in the room waiting ^r him. It was at this 
inauspicious time that Mrs. White arrived. Her 
petition the servant at first absolutely refused to take 
from her hands ; but at last a young lad^ whom the 
colonel had lately brought from the country^ and who 
had either more natural feelings or less acquired power 
of equivocating, than his fellows^ consented to carry 
up the petition^ when he should, as he expected, be 
called by his master to report the state of a favourite 
horse that was sick. While his master's hair was 
dressing, the lad was summoned; and when the 
health of the horse had been anxiously inquired into, 
the lad with country awkwardness scratched his head, 
and laid the petition before his master, saying — 
^' Sir, there's a poor woman below waiting for an an- 
swer ; and if so be what she says is true, as I take it 
to be, 'tis enough to break one's heart." 

'' Your heart, my lad, is not seasoned to London 
yet, I perceive," said colonel Pembroke, smiling; 
'^ why your heart will be broke a thousand times 
over by every beggar you meet." 

^' No, no : I be too much of a man for that," re- 
plied the groom, wiping his eyes hastily with the ' 
back of his hand — *' not such a noodle as that comes 
too neither — beggars are beggars, and so to be treated 
— but this woman, sir, is no common beggar — not 
she ; nor is she begging any ways — only to be paid 
her bill — so I brought it, as I was coming up." 

" Then, sir, as you are going down, ^om \xva:^ \ai&ft 
it down again^ if you please," crieA. co^ori^ "^cw^- 

VOL.VJJI, ^ 
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broke ; '' and in future, sir, I reoommend it to you 
to look after your horses, and to trust me to look 
after my own affairs." 

The groom retreated; and his master gave the 
poor woman's petition, without reading it, to the hair- 
dresser, who was looking for a piece of paper to try 
the heat of his irons. 

^' I should be pestered with bills and petitions 
from morning till night, if I did not frighten these 
fellows out of the trick of bringing them to me," con- 
tinued colonel Pembroke, turning to his companion. 
'^ That blockhead of a groom is but just come to town ; 
he does not know yet how to drive away a dun — but 
he'll learn. They say that the American dogs did 
not know how to bark, till they learnt it from their 
civilised betters." 

Colonel Pembroke habitually drove away reflection, 
and silenced the whispers of conscience, by noisy de- 
clamation, or sallies of wit. 

At the bottom of the singed paper, which the hair- 
dresser left on the table, the name of White was suf- 
ficiently visible. '' White !" exclaimed Mr. Pem- 
broke, *' as I hope to live and breathe, these Whites 
have been this half-year the torment of my life." 
He started up, rang the bell, and gave immediate 
orders to his servant, that these Whites should never 
more be let in, and that no more of their bills and 
' petitions in any form whatever should be brought to 
him. I'll punish them for their insolence — I won't 
pay them one farthing this twelvemonth : and if the 
woman is not gone, pray tell her so — I bid Close the 
tailor pay them : if he has not, it is no fEiult of mine. 
Let me not hear a syllable more about it — I'll part 
with the first of you who dares to disobey me." 
^*^ Hie woman is gone, I believe, sir/' said the foot- 
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man ; *' it was not I let her in^ and 1 refused to bring 
up the letter." 

" You did right. Let me hear no more about the 
matter. We shall be late at the Crown and Anchor. 
I beg your pardon^ my dear friend^ for detaining you 
so long." 

Whilst the colonel went to his jovial meetings where 
he was the life and spirit of the company^ the poor 
woman returned in despair to the prison where her 
husband was confined. 

We forbear to describe the horrible situation to 
which this family were soon reduced. Beyond a 
certain pointy the human heart cannot feel com- 
passion. 

One day, as Anne was returning from the prison, 
where she had been with her father, she was met by 
a porter, who put a letter into her hands, then turned 
down a narrow lane, and was out of sight before she 
could inquire from whom he came. When she read 
the letter, however, she could not be in doubt — it 
came &om Mrs. Carver, and contained these words :•— ^ 

^' You can gain nothing by your present obstinacy 
— you are the cause of your father's lying in jail, and 
of your mother's being, as she is, nearly starved to 
death. You can relieve them from misery worse than 
death, and place them in ease and comfort for the 
remainder of their days. Be assured, they do not* 
speak sincerely to you, when they pretend not to 
wish that your compliance should put an end to their 
present sufferings. It is you that are cruel to them 
— it is you that are cruel to yourself, and can blame 
nobody else. You might live all your days in a. 
house as good as mine, and have «i ^^tlXK^vsX \s^^^ 
served from one year's ead to waoXXi'et,'wxN^ ^^ ^^ 
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dainties of the season^ and you might be dressed as 
elegantly as the most elegant lady in London (which , 
by-the-by, your beauty deserves), and you would 
have servants of your own, and a carriage of your 
own, and nothing to do all day long but take your 
pleasure. And after all, what is asked of you? — 
only to make a person happy, whom half the town 
would envy you, that would make it a study to gra- 
tify you in every wish of your heart. The person 
alluded to you have seen, and more than once, when 
you have been talking to me of work in my parlour. 
He is a very rich and generous gentleman. If you 
come to Chiswell-street about six this evening you 
will find all I say true — i^ not, you and yours .must 
take the consequences." 

Coarse as the eloquence of this letter may appear, 
Anne could not read it without emotion : it raised in 
her heart a violent contest. Virtue^ with poverty and 
famine, were on one side — and vice, with affluence, 
love, and every worldly pleasure, on the other. 

Those who have been bred up in the lap of luxury ; 

whom the breath of heaven has never visited too 

roughly; whose minds from their earliest infancy 

have been guarded even with more care than their 

persons ; who in the dangerous season of youth are 

surrounded by all that the solicitude of experienced 

• friends, and all that polished society, can devise for 

•their security ; are not perhaps competent to judge 

•c^ the temptations by which beauty in the lower 

classes of life may be assailed. They who have never 

seen a father in prison, or a mother perishing for 

want of the absolute necessaries of life — ^they who 

have never themselves known the cravings of famine, 

i^nvot form an adequate idea of this poor girl's fe^l*- 
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ings^ and of the temptation to which she was now 
exposed. She wept — she hesitated — ^and " the woman 
that deliberates is lost." Perhaps those who are the 
most truly virtuous of her sex will be the most dis- 
posed to feel for this poor creature^ who was literally 
half famished before her good resolutions were con- 
queired. At last she yielded to necessity. At the 
appointed hour, she was in Mrs. Carver's house. This 
woman received her with triumph — she supplied Anne 
immediately with food, and then hastened to deck 
out her victim in the most attractive manner. The 
girl was quite passive in her hands. She promis^d^ 
though scarcely knowing that she uttered the words, 
to obey the instructions that were given to her, and 
she suffered herself without struggle, or apparent 
emotion, to be led to destruction. She appeared 
quite insensible — but at last she was roused from 
this state of stupefaction, by the voice of a person 
with whom she found herself alone. The stranger, 
who was a young and gay gentleman, pleasing both 
in his person and manners, attempted by every pos- 
sible means to render himself agreeable to her, to 
raise her spirits, and calm her apprehensions. By 
degrees, his manner changed from levity to tender- 
ness. He represented to her, that he was iiot a brutal 
wretch, who could be gratified by any triumph in 
which the affections of the heart have no share ; and 
he assured her, that in any connexion which she might 
be prevailed upon to form with him, she should be 
treated with honour and delicacy. 

Touched by his manner of speaking, and over- 
powered by the sense of her own situation, Anne 
could not reply one single word to all he said— but 
burst into an agony of tears, and sii\kiTk!^Q\v\iKt>K!aRR^ 
before him, exclaimed^ " Save Tcie\ ^^^^ "o^^ Hx^s»^ 
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myself! — Restore me to my parents, before they have 
reason to hate me." — 

The gentleman seemed to be somewhat in doubt 
whether this was acting or nature: but he raised 
Anne ^m the ground, and placed her upon a seat 
beside him. '^ Am I to understand, then, that I 
have been deceived, and that our present meeting is 
against your own consent ?" 

''No, I cannot say that — O how I wish that I 
could! — I did wrong, very wrong, to come here — 
but I repent — I was half-starved — I have a father 
in jail — I thought I could set him free with the 

money ^but I wiU not pretend to be better than 

I am — I believe I thought that, beside relieving my 
jfother, I should live all my days without ever more 
knowing what distress is -and I thought I should 
be happy — but now I have changed my mind— I 
never coidd be happy with a bad conscience — I know 
—by what I have felt this last hour/' 

Her voice fedled ; and she sobbed for some moments 
without being able to speak. The gentleman, who 
now was convinced that she was quite artless and 
thoroughly in earnest, was struck with compassion ; 
but his compassion was not unmixed with other feel- 
ings, and he had hopes that, by treating her ivith 
tenderness, he should in time make it her wish to 
live with him as his mistress. He was anxious to 
liear what her former way of life had been ; and she 
related, at his request, the circumstances by which 
she and her parents had been reduced to such distress. 
His countenance presently showed how much he was 
interested in her story — he grew red and pale — he 
started &om his seat, and walked up and down the 
room in great agitation, till at last, when she men- 
tioned the utune of colonel Pembroke, he stopped 
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shorty and exclaimed^ ^^ I am the man — I am colonel 
Pembroke — I am that unjust^ unfeeling wretch! 
How often, in the bitterness of your hearts, you must 
have cursed me !" 

*' O ! no — ^my father, when he was at the worst, 
never cursed you ; and I am sure he will have reason 
to bless you now, if you send his daughter back again 
to him, such as she was when she left him.'' 

*' That shall be done," said colonel Pembroke ; 
" and in doing so, I make s<»ne sacrifice, and have 
«ome merit. It is time I should make «ome repara- 
ti(Hi for the evils I have occasioned," continued he, 
taking a handftil of guineas from his pocket : ^' but 
first let me pay my just debts." 

" My poor father !" exjclaimed Anne, — " to-morrow 
he will be out of prison." 

'* I will go with you to the prison, where your 
father is confined — I will force myself to behold all 
the evils I have occasioned." 

Colonel Peml»roke went to the priscm ; and he was 
so much struck by the scene, that he not only re- 
lieved the misery of this fafnily, but in two months 
afterwards his debts were paid, his race-horses sdid, 
and all his expenses regulated, so as to render him 
ever afterwards truly independent. He no longer 
spent his days, like many young men of fashion, 
either in dreading or in damning dui^is. 

« 

Edgeworihstosbn^i 1802. 
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CHAPTER I. 



" And gave her words, where oily Flatt'ry Uyh 
The pleasing colours of the art of praise." 

Parnell. 



Note from Mrs. Beaumont to miss Wal- 

SINGHAM. 

" I AM more grieved than I can express^ my dearest 
miss Walsingham, by a cruel conire-temps, which 
must prevent my indulging myself in the long-pro- 
mised and long-expected pleasure of being at your 
fete de famille on Tuesday, to celebrate your dear 
father's birthday. I trust, however, to your con- 
ciliating goodness, my kind young friend, to repre- 
sent my distress properly to Mr. Walsingham. Make 
him sensible, I conjure you, that my heart is with 
you all, and assure him that this is no common apo- 
logy. Indeed, I never employ such artifices with my 
friends ; to them, and to you in particular , m.^ dfi»x> 
I alwajs 5peak with perfect iiaoikxi^^^ «sA ^»»^^s<st' 
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Amelia^ with whom, entre nous, you are more a fa- 
vourite than ever, is so much vexed and mortified by 
this disappointment, that I see I shall not be restored 
to favour till I can fix a day for going to you : yet 
when that may be, circumstances, which I should not 
feel myself quite justified in mentioning, will not 
permit me to decide. 

'^ Kindest regards and affectionate remembrances 
to all your dear circle. Any news of the young cap- 
tain } Any hopes of his return from sea ? 

Ever with perfect truth, 

my dearest miss Walsingham's 
sincere friend, 
Eugenia Beaumont. 



€6 



P. S. Private — read to yourself. 
To be candid with you, my dear young friend, 
my secret reason for denying myself the pleasure of 
Tuesday's fete is, that I have just heard that there is 
a shocking chicken-pox in the village near you ; and 
I confess it is one of my weaknesses to dread even the 
bare rumour of such a thing, on account of my Ame- 
lia : but I should not wish to have this mentioned in 
your house, because you must be sensible your father 
would think it an idle womanish fear ; and you know 
how anxious I am for his esteem. 

" Bum this, I beseech you 

*^ Upon second thoughts, I believe it will be best 
to tell the truth, and the whole truth, to your fiather, 

if you should see that nothing else will do In short, 

I write in haste, and must trust now^ as ever, entirely 
to your discretion." 

" Well, my dear," said Mr. Walsingham to his 
daughter, as the young lady sat at the breakfiast-table 
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looking over this note^ ^' how long do you mean to sit 
the picture of The delicate Embarrassment ? To re- 
lieve you as far as in me lies, let me assure you that 
I shsdl not ask to see this note of Mrs. Beaumont's, 
which as usual seems to contain some mighty my- 
stery." 

No great mystery ; only- 






Only — some minikin mystery ?" said Mr. Wal- 
singham. ^^ Yes, ' £//e est politique pour des choux 
et des raves* This charming widow Beaumont is a 
manoeuvrer *. We can't well make an English word 
of it. The species, thank Heaven ! is not so nu- 
merous yet in England as to require a generic name. 
The description, however, has been touched by one of 
our poets : 

' Julia's a manager ; she's bom for rule, 
And knows her wiser husband is a fooL 
For her own breakfast she'll project a scheme, 
Nor take her tea without a stratagem.' 

Even from the time when Mrs. Beaumont was a girl 
of sixteen I remember her manoeuvring to gain a hus- 

* It is to be regretted that a word, used in the days of Charles 
II. and still intelligible ii; our times, should have become ob- 
solete ; viz. the feminine for intriguer — an intriguess. See the 
Life of Lord Keeper North, whose biographer, in speaking of 
Lord Keeper Bridgeman, says, ^^ And what was worst of all, his 
family was no way fit for that place (of Chancellor), his lady 
being a most violent i^tbiouess in business." 

Had Mr. Walsingham lived in Ireland, even there he might 
have found in the dialect of the lower Irish both ^ substantive 
and a verb, which would have expressed his idea. The editor 
once described an individual of the Beaumont species to an Irish 
labourer, and asked what he would call such & ^^ecexsi^. — ^^\! ^ ^>^ 
her a policlzer — J would say she was fonCL q£ -^^CSxo^r 



, ^^ 
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band^ and then manoenvring to manage him^ which she 
did with triumphant address." 

*' What sort of a man was colonel Beaumont ?" 
. '^An excellent man; an open-hearted soldier^ of 
the strictest honour and integrity." 

" Then is it not much in Mrs. Beaumont's favour, 
that she enjoyed the confidence of such a man, and 
that he left her guardian to his son and daughter }*' 

'' If he had lived with her long enough to become 
acquainted with her real character, what you say, my 
dear, would be unanswerable. But colonel Beau- 
mont died a few years after his marriage, and during 
those few years he was chiefly Mdth his regiment." 

^^ You will however allow," said miss Walsingham, 
'* that since his death Mrs. Beaumont has justified 
his confidence. — Has she not been a good guardian, 
and an affectionate mother ?" 

« Why- as a guardian, I think she has allowed 
her son too much liberty, and too much money. I 
have heard that young Beaumont has lost a consider- 
able sum at Newmarket. I grant you that Mrs. 
Beaumont is an affectionate mother, and I am con- 
vinced that she is extremely anxious to advance the 
worldly interests of her children ; still I cannot, my 
dear, agree with you, that she is a good mother. In 
the whole course of the education of her son and 
daughter, she has pursued a system of artifice. What- 
ever she wanted them to learn, or to do, or to leave 
undone, some stratagem, sentimental or scenic, was 
employed ; some body was to hint to some other body 
to act upon Amelia to make her do so and so. No- 
thing — that is, nothing like truth, ever came directly 
from the mother : there were always whisperings and 
mysteries, and ^ Don't say that before Amelia !' and 
^I would not have this told to Edward,' because it 
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might make him like something that she did not wish 
that he should like, and that she had her reasons for 
not letting him know that she did not wish him to 
like. There was always some truth to be concealed for 
some mighty good purpose ; and things and persons 
were to be represented in false lights, to produce on 
some particular occasion some partial effect. All this 
succeeded admirably in detail, and for the manage- 
ment of helpless, ignorant, credulous childhood. But 
mark the consequences of this system ; children grow 
up, and cannot always see, hear, and understand, just 
as their mothers please. They will go into the world ; 
they will mix with others; their eyes will be opened; 
they will see through the whole system of artifice by 
which their childhood was so cleverly managed ; and 
then, confidence in the parent must be destroyed for 
ever." 

Miss Walsingham acknowledged the truth of what 
her father said; but she observed that this was a 
common error in education, which had the sanction 
of high authority in its favour; even the eloquent 
Rousseau, and the elegant and ingenious madame de 
Genlis. *' And it is certain," continued miss Wal- 
singham, ''that Mrs. Beaumont has not made her 
children artful ; both Amelia and Mr. Beaumont are 
remarkably open, sincere, honourable characters. Mr. 
Beaumont, indeed, carries his sincerity almost to a 
fault : he is too blunt, perhaps, in his manner ; — and 
Amelia, though she is of such a timid, gentle temper, 
and so much afraid of giving pain, has always courage 
enough to speak the truth, even in circumstances 
where it is most difiGicult. So at least you must al- 
low, my dear father, that Mrs. Beaumont has made 
her children sincere." 

*' I am Sony, my dear, to aeeia uxL^DL^rvXai^^s^''^ 
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I must observe^ that sometimes the very faults of 
parents produce a tendency to opposite virtues in their 
dbildren : for the children suffer by the consequences 
of these fieiults^ and detectings despise^ and resolve to 
avoid them. As to Amelia and Mr. Beaumont^ their 
acquaintance with our family has been no unfavour- 
able circumstance in their education. They saw 
amongst us the advantages of sincerity : they became 
attached to you, and to my excellent ward captain 
Walsingham; he obtained strong power over young 
Beaumont's mind^ and used it to the best purposes. 
Your friendship for Amelia was^ I thinks equally ad- 
vantageous to her: as you are nearly of the same 
age^ you hs^ opportunities of winning her confidence; 
and your stronger mind fortified herg^ and inspired 
her timid character with the courage necessary to be 
sincere." 

'* Well," persisted miss Walsingham, *^ though 
Mrs. Beaumont may have used a little Jlnesse towards 
har children in trifles, yet in matters of consequence, 
I do think, that she has no interest but theirs ; and 
her affection for them will make her lay aside all art, 
when their happiness is at stake." 

Mr. Walsingham shook his head. — ^^ And do you 
then really believe, my dear Marianne, that Mrs. 
Beaumont would consider any thing, for instance, in 
the marriage of her son and daughter, but fortune, 
and what the world calls connexion and establish" 
ments?" 

" Certainly I cannot think that these are Mrs. 
Beaumont's first objects; because we are people but 
of small fortune, and yet she prefers us to many of 
large estates and higher station." 

'* You should say, she professes to prefer us," re- 
/xlfed Mr. Walsingham. " And do you reaUy believe 



MANCEUVRINO. 129^ 

her to be sincere ? Now there is my ward, captain 
Walsingham, for whom she pretends to have such ^ 
regard, do you think that Mrs. Beaumont wishes her 
daughter should marry him?" 

'^ I do, indeed ; but Mrs. Beaumont must speak 
cautiously on that subject ; this is prudence, not dis- 
simulation : for you know that my cousin Walsii^- 
ham never declared his attachment to miss Beaumont ; 
on the contrary, he always took the most scrupulous 
pains to conceal it from her, because he had not 
fortune enough to marry, and he was too honour- 
able to attempt, or even to wish, to engage the af- 
fections of one to whom he had no prospect of being 
united." 

" He is a noble fellow I" exclaimed Mr. Wal- 
singham. " There is no sacrifice of pleasure or in- 
terest he would hesitate to make to his duty. For 
his friends there is no exertion, no endurance, no 
forbearance, of which he has not shown himself ca- 
pable. For his country All I ask from Heaven 

for him is, opportunity to serve his country. Whe- 
ther circumstances, whether success, will ever prove 
his merits to the world, I cannot foretell; but I 
shall always glory in him as my ward, my relation, 
my friend." 

'' Mrs. Beaumont speaks of him just as you do," 
said miss Walsingham. 

" Speaks, but not thinks," said Mr. Walsingham. 
'' No, no ! captain Walsingham is not the man she 
desires for a son-in-law. She wants to marry Amelia 
to sir John Hunter." 

" To sir John Hunter !" 

'^ Yes, to sir John Hunter, a being without lite- 
rature, without morals, without even youth, \.^ ^'Si'^^ 
in his favour. He is nearly foit^ '^^^t^ ^^* ^^ 

VOL. VIII. 'K^ 
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enough to be Amelia's father ; yet this is the man 
whom Mrs. Beaumont prefers for the husband of her 
beloved daughter^ because he is heir presumptive to 
a great estate^ and has the chance of a reversionary 
earldom. — ^And this is your modem good mother." 

'^ O, no, no !" cried miss Walsingham, *' you do 
Mrs. Beaumont injustice ; I assure you she despises 
sir John Hunter as much as we do." 

^^ Yet observe the court she has paid to the whole 
£unily of the Hunters." 

^^ Yes, but that has been merely from regard to the 
late lady Hunter, who was her particular friend." 

" Particular friend! a vamped-up, sentimental 
conversation reason." 

^^ But I assure you," persisted miss Walsingham, 
'^that I know Mrs. Beaumont's mind better than 
you do, father, at least on this subject." 

" You ! a girl of eighteen pretend to know a ma- 
noeuvrer of her age !" 

*' Only let irie tell you my reasons. — It was but 
last week that Mrs. Beaumont told me that she did 
not wish to encourage sir John Hunter, and that she 
should be perfectly happy if she could see Amelia 
united to such a man as captain Walsingham." 

'^Such a man as captain Walsingham! nicely 
guarded expression i" 

*' But you have not heard all yet. — Mrs. Beaumont 
anxiously inquired horn me whether he had made 
any prize-money, whether there was any chance of 
his returning soon ; and she added, with particular 
emphasis, ^ You don't know how much I wish it ! 
You don't know what a favourite he is of mine !' " 

^' That last, I will lay any wager," cried ]Mr. 
Walsingham, ^^ she said in a whisper, and in a 



corner." 
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'* Yes, but she could not do otherwise, for Amelia . 
was present. Mrs. Beaumont took me aside." 

'' Aside ; ay, ay, but take care, I advise you, of 
her asides, and her whisperings, and her comerings, 
and her innuendoes, and semiconfidences, lest your, 
own happiness, my dear, unsuspecting, enthusiastic 
daughter, should be the sacrifice." 

Miss Walsingham now stood perfectly silent, in 
embarrassed and breathless anxiety. 

" I see," continued her father, '' that Mrs. Beau- 
mont, for whose mighty genius one intrigue at a time 
is not sufficient, wants also to persuade you, my dear, 
that she wishes to have you for a daughter-in-law : 
and yet all the time she is doing every thing she 
can to make her son marry that fool, miss Hunter, 
merely because she has two hundred thousand pounds 
fortune." 

'* There I can assure you that you are mistaken," 
said miss Walsingham ; '' Mrs. Beaumont dreads 
that her son should marry miss Hunter. Mrs. Beau« 
mont thinks her as silly as you do, and complained to 
me of her having no taste for literature, or for any 
thing, but dress, and trifling conversation." 

" I wonder, then, that Mrs. Beaumont selects her 
continually for her companion." 

'' She thinks miss Hunter the most insipid com- 
panion in the world; but I dare not tell you, lest 
you should laugh at me again, that it was for the 
sake of the late lady Hunter that Mrs. Beaumont 
was so kind to the daughter ; and now miss Hunter 
is so fond of her, and so grateful, that, as Mrs. Beau- 
mont says, it would be cruelty to shake her off." 

*' Mighty plausible ! But the truth of all this, beg- 
ging Mrs. Beaumont's pardon, I doubt *, 1 ^wJ^ ^'^n. 
call it a falsehood, but 1 may \>e -^enxaXX^^Xft ^j^."^ 
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Beaumont Time will show : and in the mean time^ 
my dear daughter^ be on your guard against Mis. 
Beaumont's art^ and against your own credulity. Tlie 
momentary pain I give my friends by speaking the 
plain truths I have always found overbalanced by the 
pleasure and advantage of mutual confidence. Our 
domestic happiness has arisen chiefly from our habits 
of openness and sincerity. Our whole souls are laid 
open ; there is no management^ no * intrigue de ca- 
binet/ no ' esprit de la ligueJ " 

Mr. Walsingham now left the room; and miss 
Walsingham, absorbed in reflections more interesting 
to her than even the defence of Mrs. Beaumont^ went 
out to walk. Her father's house was situate in a 
beautiful part of Devonshire^ near the sea-shore^ in 
the neighbourhood of Plymouth ; and as miss Wal- 
singham was walking on the beach^ she saw an old 
fisherman mooring his boat to the projecting stump 
of a tree. His figure was so picturesque^ that she 
stopped to sketch it ; and as she was drawings a 
woman came from a cottage near the shore to ask the 
fisherman what luck he had had. " A fine turbot/* 
says he, " and a john-doree." 

'' Then away with them this minuie to Beaumont 
Park," said the woman, '^ for here's madam Beau- 
mont's man, Martin, called in aflustrum while you 
was away, to say madam must have the nicest of our 
fish, whatsomever it might be, and a john-doree, if it 

could be had for love or money, for Tuesday." 

Here the woman, perceiving miss Walsingham, drop- 
ped a curtsy. " Your humble servant, miss Wal- 
singham," said the woman. 

" On Tuesday ?" sai4 miss Walsingham : *' are 
you sure that Mrs. Beaumont bespoke the fish for 
Tuesday ?" 
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'* O sartin sure, miss; for Martin mentioned, 
moreover, what he had heard talk in the servants' haD, 
that there is to be a very pettiklar old gentleman, as 
rich ! as rich ! as rich can be ! from foreign parts, 
and a great friend of the colonf 1 that's dead ; and he 
— ^that is, the old pettiklar gentleman — is to be down 
all the way from Lon'on to dine at the park on Tues- 
day for sartin : — so, husband, away with the John* 
doree and the turbot, while they be fresh." 

" But why," thought miss Walsingham, " did not 
Mrs. Beaumont tell us the plain truth, if this is the 
truth r 



CHAPTER II. 



'^ Young Hermes next, a dose contriving god, 
Her brows encircled with his serpent rod ; 
Then plots and fair excuses fill her brain, 
And views of breaking amorous vows for gain. 



9) 



The information which Mrs. Beaumont's man, 
Martin, had learned from the servants' hall, and had 
communicated to the fisherman's wife, was more cor- 
rect, and had been less amplified, embellished, mis- 
luderstood, or misrepresented, than is usually found 
to be the case with pieces of news which are so heard 
and so repeated. It was true, that Mrs. Beaumont 
expected to see on Tuesday an old gentleman, a Mr. 
Palmer, who had been a friend of her husband's ; he 
had lately returned from Jamaica, where he had made 
a large fortune. It is true, also, that this old gen- 
tleman was a little particular, but not precisely in 
the sense in which the fisherman's wife xjsA^kSwsr^ 
the phrase; he was not ]fart.\cvi\ax\^ SwA <2>*l Sj3«s»b^ 
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dorees and turbots^ but particularly fond of making 
his fellow-creatures happy; particularly generous, 
particularly open and honest in his nature, abhorring 
all artifice himself, and unsuspicious of it in others. 
He was unacquainted with Mrs. Beaumont's character, 
as he had been for many years in the West Indies, 
and he knew her only from her letters, in which she 
appeared every thing that was candid and amiable. 
His great friendship for her deceased husband also 
inclined him to like her. Colonel Beaimiont had 
appointed him one of the guardians of his children, 
but Mr. Palmer, being absent from England, had 
declined to act ; he was also trustee to Mrs. Beau- 
mont's marriage-settlement, and she had represented 
that it was necessary he should be present at the set- 
tlement of her family affairs upon her son's coming of 
.iige ; an event which was to take place in a few days. 
The urgent representations of Mrs. Beaumont, and 
the anxious desire she expressed to see Mr, Palmer, 
had at last prevailed with the good old gentleman to 
journey down to Beaumont Park, though he was a 
valetudinarian, and though he was obliged, he said, 
to return to Jamaica with the West India fleet, which 
was expected to sail in ten days ; so that he announced 
positively that he could stay but a week at Beaumont 
Park with his good friends and relations. 

He was related but distantly to the Beaumonts, 
and he stood in precisely the same d^ee of relation- 
ship to the Walsinghams. He had no other relations, 
and his fortune was completely at his own disposal. 
On this fortune our cunning widow had speculated 
long and deeply, though in fact there was no occasion 
for art : it was Mr. Palmer's intention to leave his 
large fortune to the Beaumonts ; or to divide it be- 
tween the Beaumont and Walsingham families ; and 
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had she been sincere in her professed desire of a com- 
plete union by a double marriage between the repre- 
sentatives of the feimilies^ her favourite object would 
have been, in either case, equally secure. Here was 
a plain easy road to her object'; but it was too direct 
for Mrs. Beaumont. With aU her abilities, she could 
never comprehend the axiom that a straight line is 
the shortest possible line between any two points : — 
an axiom equally true in morals and in mathematics. 
.No, the serpentine line was, in her opinion, not only 
the most beautiful, but the most expeditious, safe, 
and convenient. 

She had formed a triple scheme of such intricacy, 
that it is necessary distinctly to state the argument 
of her plot, lest the action should be too complicated 
easily to be developed. 

She had, in the first place, a design of engrossing 
the whole of Mr. Palmer's fortune for her own family ; 
and for this purpose she determined to prevent Mr. 
Palme;^ from becoming acquainted with his other ref- 
lations, the Walsinghams ; to whom she had always 
had a secret dislike, because they were of remarkably 
open sincere characters. As Mr. Palmer proposed to 
stay but a week in the country, this scheme of pre- 
venting their meeting seemed feasible. 

In the second place, Mrs. Beaumont wished to 
marry her daughter to sir John Hunter, because sir 
John was heir expectant to a large estate, called the 
Wigram estate, and because there was in his family a 
certain reversionary title, the earldom of Puckeridge, 
which would devolve to sir John after the death of a 
near relation. 

In the third place, Mrs. Beaumont wished to marry 
her own son to miss Hunter, who was sit J^Vcci^^^^vsst 
by a second marriage, andaboivetwec^^ ^^ass^^^Nso^st 
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than he was : this lady was preferred to miss Wal- 
singham for a daughter-in-law^ for the reasons which 
Mr. Walsingham had given ; because she possessed 
an independent fortune of two hundred thousand 
pounds^ and because she was so childish and silly that 
Mrs. Beaumont thought she could always manage 
her easily^ and by this means retain power over her 
son. Miss Hunter was very pretty^ and Mrs. Beau- 
mont had observed that her son had sometimes been 
struck with her beauty sufficiently to give hopes that, 
by proper management^ he might be diverted from 
his serious^ sober preference of miss Walsingham. 

Mrs. Beaumont fiM'esaw many difficulties in the 
execution of these plans. She knew that Amelia 
liked captain Walsingham^ and that captain Walsing- 
ham was attached to her^ though he had never de- 
clared his love : and she dreaded that captain Wal- 
singham^ who was at this time at sea^ should return, 
just whilst Mr. Palmer was with her ; because she 
was well aware that the captain was a kind of man 
Mr. Palmer would infinitely prefer to sir John 
Hunter. Indeed she had been secretly informed that 
Mr. Palmer hated every one who had a title ; there- 
fare she could not^ whilst he was with her^ (^nly 
encourage sir John Hunter in his addresses to Amelia. 
To conciliate these seemingly incompatible schemes, 

she determined But let our heroine speak for 

herself. 

" My dearest miss Hunter," said she, ** now we 
are by ourselves, let me open my mind to you: I 
have been watching for an opportunity these two 
days, but so hurried as I have been! — ^Where's 
Amelia ?" 

*' Out walking, ma'am. She told me you b^ged 
her to walk to get rid of her head-ache j and that 
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she might look well to-day^ as Mr. Palmer is to come. 
I would not go with her, because you whispered to 
me at breakfast that you had something very particu- 
lar to say to me." 

'^ But you did not give that as a reason, I hope ! 
Surely you didn't tell Amelia that I had something 
particular to say to you ?" 

'' O ! no, ma'am ; I told her that I had something 
to do about my dress — and so I had — ^my new hat to 
try on," 

'^ True, my love; quite right; for you know I 
wouldn't have her suspect that we had any thing to 
say to each other that we didn't wish her to hear^ 
especially as it is about herself." 

" Herself! — O, is it ?" said miss Hunter, in a tone 
of disappointment. 

^^ And about you too, my darling. Be assured I 
have no daughter I love better, or ever shall. With 
such a son as I have, and such a daughter-in-law as 
I liope and trust I shall have ere long, I shall think 
myself the most fortunate of mothers." 

Silly miss Hunter's huce brightened up again. 
'^ But now, my love," continued Mrs. Beaumont, 
taking her hand, leading her to a window, and speak-* 
ing very low, though no one else was in the room, 
'^ before we talk any more of what is nearest my 
heart, I must get you to write a note for me to your 
brother, directly, for there is a circumstance I forgot 
—thoughtless creature that I am ! but indeed, I never 
can think when I feel much. Some people are always 
so collected and prudent. But I have none of that ! 
— Heigho ! Well, my dear, you must supply my de- 
ficiencies. You will write and tell sir John, that in 
my agitation when he made his pro^o^ -^st T£i?s^ 
Amelia^ of which I so frankly apipxoNt^>\ wsxi^X^^^ 
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warn Him^ that no hint must be given that I do any 
thing more than permit him to address my daughter 
upon an equal footing with any other gentleman who 
might address her. Stay^ my dear ; you don't under- 
stand me, I see. In short, to be candid with you*^ 
old Mr. Palmer is coming to-day, you know. Now, 
my dear, you must be aware that it is of the greatest 
consequence to the interests of my family, of which I 
h<^ you always consider yourself (for I have always 
considered you) as forming a part, and a very di- 
stinguished part — I say, my darling, that we must 
consider that it is our interest in all things to please 
and humour this good old gentleman. He will be 
with us but for a week, you know. — Well, the point 
is this. I have been informed from undoubted au- 
thority, people who were about him at the time, and 
knew, that the reason he quarrelled with that nephew 
of his, who died two years ago, was the young man's 
having accepted a baronetage : and at that time old 
Palmer swore, that no sprig of quality — those were 
the very words — should ever inherit a shilling of his 
money. Such a ridiculous whim ! But these X^ondon 
merchants, who make great fortunes from nothing, 
are apt to have their little eccentricities ; and then, 
they have so much pride in their own way, and so 
much self-will and mercantile downrightness in their 
manners, that there's no managing them but by hu- 
mouring their fancies. I'm convinced, if Mr. Palmer 
suspected that I even wished Amelia to marry sir John, 
he would never leave any of us a farthing, and it 
would all go to the Walsinghams. So, my dear, do 
you explain to your brother, that though I have not 
the least objection to his coming here whilst Mr. 
Palmer is with us, he must not take umbrage at any 
seeming coldness in my manner. He knows my heart, 
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I trust ; at leasts you do^ my Albina. And even if I 
should be obliged to receive or to go to see the Wal- 
singhams^ which^ by the by^ I have taken means to 
prevent ; but if it should happen that they were to 
hear of Palmer's being with us^ and oome^ and sir 
John should meet them^ he must not be surprised or 
jealous at my speaking in the highest terms of captain 
Walsingham. This I shall be obliged to do as a blind 
before Mr. Palmer. I must make him believe that 
I prefer a commoner for my son-in-law^ or we are all 
undone with him. You know it is my son's interest, 
and yours, as well as your brother's and Amelia's, 
that I consider. So explain all this to him, my dear ; 
you will explain it so much better, and make it so 
much more palpable to your brother, than I could." 

<^ Dear Mrs. Beaumont, how can you think so ? 
You who write so well, and such long letters about 
every thing, and so quick ! But goodness ! I shall 
never get it all into a letter I'm afraid, and before 
Mr. Palmer comes, and then it will soon be dressing- 
time ! La ! I could say it all to John in five minutes: 
what a pity he is not here to-day !" 

'* Well, my love, then suppose you were to go to 
him; as you so prudently remark, things of this 
sort are always so much easier and better said than 
written. And now I look at my watch, I see you 
cannot have time to write a long letter, and to dress. 
So I believe, though I shall grieve to lose you, I 
must consent to your going for this one day to your 
brother's. My carriage and Williamson shsdl attend 
you," said Mrs. Beaumont, ringing the bell to order 
the carriage ; '^ but remember you promise me now 
to come back, positively, to-morrow, or next day at 
farthest, if I should not be able to ^fi^xA \hi<& «:»rrai^ 
again to-morrow. I would not, u^otl «sq ^rr»x»sX,, 
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have you away, if it can possibly be helped, whilst 
Mr. Palmer is here, considering you as I do — [[The 
carriage to the door directly, and Williamson to attend 
miss Hunter.]— considering you as I do, my dearest 
Albina, quite as my own daughter." 

" O my dearest Mrs. Beaumont, you are so kind !" 
said the poor girl, whom Mrs. Beaumont could always 
thus easily pay toith words. 

The carriage came to the door with such prompt 
obedience to Mrs. Beaumont's summons, that one of 
a more reflecting or calculating nature than miss 
Hunter might have suspected that it had been or- 
dered to be in readiness to carry her away this 
morning. 

^^ Fare ye well, my own Albina ! be sure you don't 
stay long from us," said Mrs. Beaumont, accompany- 
ing her to the hall-door. " A thousand kind things 
to every body, and your brother in particular. But, 
my dear miss Hunter, one word more," said she, fol- 
lowing to the carriage door, and whispering : '^ there's 
another thing that I must trust to your management 
and cleverness ; — I mentioned that Mr. Palmer was 
to know nothing of the approbation of sir John's 
suit." 

" O yes, yes, ma'am, I understand perfectly." 

*' But stay, my love ; you must understand, too, 
that it is to be quite a secret between ourselves, not 
to be mentioned to my son even ; for you know he is 
sudden in his temper, and warm, and quite in the 
Walsingham interest, and there's no knowing what 
might be the consequence if it were to be let out 
imprudently, and sir John and Edward both so high- 
spirited. One can't be too cautious, my dear, to 
prevent mischief between gentlemen. So caution 
your brother to leave it to me to break it, and bring 
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thitigs about with Edward and Amelia" — ^stopping 
miss Hunter again as she made a second effort tx> 
get into the carriage.] — " You comprehend, my 
dear, that Amelia is not in the secret yet — so not a 
word from your brother to her about my approbation! 
that would ruin all. I trust to his honour ; and be- 
sides " drawing the young lady back for the third 

whisper. — Miss Hunter stood suspended with one 
foot in air, and the other on the step; the coachman, 
impatient to be off, manceuvred to make his horses 
restless, whilst at the same time he cried aloud — 
" So ! so ! Prancer — stand still. Peacock ; stand still, 
sir !" 

Miss Hunter jumped down on terra firma. " Thoae 
horses frighten me so for you, my dear !" said Mrs. 
Beaumont. ^^ Martin, stand at their heads. My 
dear child, I won't detain you, for you'll be late. I 
had only to say, that — O ! that I trust implicitly to 
your brother's honour ; but, beside this, it will not 
be amiss for you to hint, as you know you can deli- 
cately — delicately, you understand — that it is for his 
interest to leave me to manage every thing. Yet 
none of this is to be said as if from me — ^pray don't 
let it come from me. Say it all from yourself. Don't 
let my name be mentioned at all. Don't commit me, 
you understand ?" 

^^ Perfectly, perfectly, ma'am : one kiss, dear Mrs. 
Beaumont, and adieu. Is my dressing-^box in ? Tell 
him to drive fiast, for I hate going slow. Dearest 
Mrs. Beaumont, good b' ye. I feel as if I were going 
for a^ age, though it is only for one day." 

" Dear, affectionate girl ! I love heart — OtwA 
bye — Drive fast, as miss Hunter desires you." 

Our fair politician, well satisfied with the u-wdset- 



142 TALES OF FASHIONABLE LIFE. 

Standing of her confidante^ wliich never comprehended 
more than met the ear^ and secure in a charg6 d'af- 
faires^ whose powers it was never necessary to limits 
stood on the steps before the house-door^ deep in re- 
verie^ for some minutes after the carriage had driven 
away^ till she was roused by seeing her son returning 
horn, his morning's ride. 



CHAPTER III. 

«( Win you hear a Spanish lady, 
How she woo^d an English man ? 
Oannents gay as rich as may be, 
DeckM with jewels, she had on." 

The Spakish Lady*s Love. 
Percy* s Reliquet of Ancient Poetry, 

Mb. Beaumont had just been at a neighbouring 
feurm-house^ where there lived one of Mr. Walsing- 
ham's tenants ; a man of the name of Birch^ a re- 
spectable farmer^ who was originally from Ireland^ 
and whose son was at sea with captain Walsingham. 
The captain had taken young Birch under his par- 
ticular care^ at Mr. Walsingham's request. 

Birch's parents had this day received a letter from 
their son ; which in the joy and pride of their hearts 
they showed to Mr. Beaumont^ who was in the habit 
of calling at their house to inquire if they had heard 
any news of their son^ or of captain Walsingham. 
Mr. Beaumont liked to read Birch's letters^ because 
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they were written with characteristic simplicity and 
affection^ and somewhat in the Irish idiom^ which 
this young sailor's English education had not made 
him entirely forget. 

LETTER FROM BIRCH TO HIS PARENTS. 

'« H. M. S. rA\nbu8cade. 
" HONOURED PARENTS^ 

" I write this from sea, lat. N. 44. 15 — ^long. W.. 
9. 45. — wind N.N.E. — ^to let you know you will 
not see me so soon as I said in my last, of the 16th. 
Yesterday, P. M. two o'clock, some despatches were 
brought to my good captain, by the Pickle sloop^ 
which will to-morrow, wind and weather permitting, 
alter our destination. What the nature of them are> 
I catmot impart to you ; for it has not transpired 
beyond the lieutenants ; but whatever I do under the 
orders of my good captain, I am satisfied and con- 
fident all is for the best. For my own share, I long 
for an opportunity of fighting the French, and of 
showing the captain what is in me, and that the 
pains he has took to make a gentleman, and an 
honour to liis majesty's service, of me, is not thrown 
away. Had he been my own father, or brother, he 
could not be better, or done more. God willing, I 
will never disgrace his principles, for it would be my 
ambition to be like him in any respect ; and he says 
if I behave myself as I ought, I shall soon be a lieu- 
tenant ; and a lieutenant in his majesty's navy is as 
good a gentleman as any in England, and has a right 
(tell my sister Kitty) to hand the first woman in 
Lon'on out of her carriage, if he pleases, and if she 
pleases. 

" Now we talk of ladies, aiid^^\ft«afc^^^^'^^^ 
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soon be in action^ and may not have another opportunity 
of writing to you this great while^ for there is talk 
of our sailing southward with the fleet to bring the 
FrQiich and Spaniards to action^ I think it best to 
send you all the news I have in this letter. But 
pray bid Kate^ with my love^ mind this^ that not a 
word of the following is to take wind for her Hfe, on 
account of my not knowing if it might be agreeable^ 
or how it might affect my good captain^ and others 
that shall be nameless. You must know then that 

when we were at , where we were stationed six 

weeks and two days^ waiting for the winds^ and one 
cause or other^ we used to employ ourselves^ I and 
my captain^ taking soundings (which I can't more 
particularly explain the nature of to you^ especially 
in a letter) ; for he always took me out to attend him 
in preference to any other; and after he had com- 
pleted his soundings^ and had no further use for 
me in that job^ I asked him leave to go near the 
same place in the evening to fish^ which my good 
captain consented to (as he always does to what 
(duty done) can gratify me), provided I was in my 
c^p by ten. Now you must know that there are 
convents in this country (which you have often heard 
of, Kitty, no doubt), being damnable places, where 
young Catholic women are shut up unmarried, often 
it is to be ifeasonably supposed against their wills. 
And there is a convent in one of the suburbs which 
has a high back wall to the garden of it that comes 
down near the strand; and it was under this wall 
we two used to sound, and that afterwards I used to 
be fishing. And one evening, when I was not think- 
ing of any such thing, there comes over the w^ a 
huge nosegay of flowers, with a stone in it, that made 
me jump. And this for three evenings running the 
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^me way^ about the same hour ; till at last one even- 
ing as I was looking up at the wall^ as I had now 
learned to do about the time the nosegays were thrown 
over^ saw coming down a stone tied to a strings and 
to the stone a letter, the words of which I cein*t par- 
ticularly take upon me to recollect, because I gave up 
the paper to my captain, who desired it of me, and 
took no copy ; but the sense was, that in that con- 
vent there was shut up a lady, the daughter of an 
English gentleman by a Spanish wife, both her parents 
being dead, and her Spanish relations and father-con- 
fessor (or catholic priest of a man), not wishing she 
should get to England, where she might be what she 
had a right to be by birth, at least by her father's 
side (a protestant), shut her up since she was a child. 
And that there was a relative of hers in England, who 
with a wicked lawyer or attorney had got possession 
of her estate, and made every body believe she was 
dead. And so, it being seven years and more since 
she was heard of, she is what is called dead in law, 
which sort of death however won't signify if she ap- 
pears again. Wherefore the letter goes on to say, 
she would be particularly glad to make her escape, 
and get over to old England. But she confesses that 
she is neither young nor handsome, and may-be never 
may be rich ; therefore, that whoever helps her must 
do it for the sake of doing good and nothing else ; for^ 
though she would pay all expenses handsomely, she 
could not promise more. And that she knew the 
danger of the undertaking to be great; greater for 
them that would carry her off even than for herself. 
That she knows, however, th'at British sailors are- 
brave as they are generous (this part of the letter' 
was very well indited, and went straight Vi ^ck^ \isssx\. 
the minute ever I read it) ; aad ^\v^ \n.^!afc\ Sx o.^^^^ 

VOL. VJTl, V. 
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be in the power of captain Walsingbam to take her 
under bis immediate protection^ and that she bad 
taken measures so as she could escape over the wall 
Qi£ the garden if be would have a boat in readiness to 
carry her to bis ship; and at the same hour next 
evening the stone should be let down as usual^ and 
he might fasten his answer to it> which would be 
drawn up in due course. Concluding all with tbis^ 
^ That she would not go at all unless captain Walsing- 
bam came for her himself (certifying himself to be 
himself I suppose), for she knew him to be a gentle-' 
man by reputation, and she should be safe under bis 
protection, and so would her secret, she was om- 
fident at all events.' This was the entire and sum 
total of the letter. So when I had read to the end, 
and looked for the postscript and all, I found for my 
pains that the lady mistook me for my captain, or 
W0uld not have written or thrown the nosegays. So 
I took the letter to my captain; and what he an- 
swered, and how it was settled (by signals, I sup- 
pose) between them after, it was not for me to in- 
quire. Not a word more was said by him to me or 
I to him on the topic, till the very night we were to 
sail for England. It was then that our captain took 
me aside, and be says, ' Birch will, you assist me ? I 
ask this not as your captain, so you are at liberty to 
do as you please. Will you hdp me to rescue this 
lady, who seems to be unjustly detained, and to carry 
her back safe to her country and her friends?' I 
told him I would do that or any thing else he bid 
me, confident he would never ask me to do a wrong 
thing ; and as to the lady, I should be proud to help 
to carry her off to old England and her lawful friends, 
only I thought (if I might be so bold) it was a pity 
jt^ was not young nor handsome, for his S9ke. At 
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that he smiled^ and only said^ ' Perhaps it was best 
for him as it was.' Then he settled about the boat^ 
and who were to go^ and when. It was twelve o'clocjc 
striking by the great town clock when we were under 
the walls of the convent^ as appointed. And all was 
hush and silent as the grave for our very lives. For 
it was a matter of life or deaths I promise you^ and we 
all knew as much^ and the sailors had a dread of the 
Inquisition upon them that was beyond all terrible ! 
So we watched and waited^ and waited and watched 
so long, that we thought something must have gone 
wrong, or that all was found out^ and the captain 
could not delay the ship's sailing ; and he struck his 
repeater, and it was within a quarter of one^ and he 
said^ ' It is too late ; we must put back.' Just then^ 
I, that was watching with the lantern in my hand^ 
gave notice^ and first there comes down a white 
bundle^ fastened to the stone and cord. Then the 
captain and I fixed the ladder of ropes^ and down 
came the lady, as well as ever she went up, and not 
a wcNrd but away with her : the captain had her in 
a trice in our boat, safe and snug, and off we put, 
rowing for the bare life, aU silent as ever. I think 
I hear the striking of our oars and the plashing of 
the water this minute, which we would have gladly 
silenced, but could not any way in nature. But 
none heard it, or at least took any notice against us« 
I can give you no idea of the terror which the lady 
manifested when the boat stood out to sea, at the 
slightest squall of wind or the least agitaticm of the 
waves; for beside being naturally cowardly, as all or 
most women are for the first time at sea, here was a 
poor soul, who had been watching, and may be fat- 
ing, and worn out mind and body vfvlVi XJin^ \fixv«st ^H. 
perfecting her escape from t\i^ c«siin«xiX> ^^^sst^ '^'^ 
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had been immured and all her life as helpless ad A: 
child. So it was wonderful she went through it as 
well as she did and without screaming, which should. 
be an example to Kate and others. Glad enough 
even we men were when we reached the ship. There 
was^ at that time^ a silence on board you could have 
heard a pin drop^ all being in perfect readiness for 
getting under weigh, the anchor a-peak, and the sails 
ready for dropping, and officers and sailors waiting in 
the greatest expectation of our boat's return. Our 
boat passed swiftly alongside, and great beyond be- 
lief was the astonishment of all at seeing a woman 
veiled, hoisted out^ and in, and ushered below, half- 
funting. I never felt more comfortable in my life 
than when we found her and ourselves safe aboard 
TAmbuscade. The anchor was instantly weighed, 
all sail made, and the ship stood out to sea. To the 
lady the captain gave up his cabin : double sentries 
were placed^ and as the captain ordered, every pre- 
caution that could shield her character in such sus- 
picious circumstances were enforced with the utmost 
punctilio. I cannot describe^ nor can you even con- 
ceive, Kate, the degree of curiosity shown about 
her ; all striving to get a sight of her when she first 
went down, and most zealous they were to bring 
lights ; but that would not do, for they could not see 
her for her veil. Yet through all we could make out 
that she was a fine figure of a woman at any rate, 
and something more than ordinary, from the air she 
had with her. The next day when she was sitting 
on deck the wind by times would blow aside her veil 
so as to give us glimpses of her face ; when to our 
surprise^ and I am sure to the captain's satisfaction, 
we found she was beyond all contradiction jonng and 
handsome. And moreover I have reason to believq; 



" HAN(EtJVRINO. 1^ 

she has fine jewels with her^ beside a ring firom her 
own finger which with a very pretty action she put 
on his^ that next day on deck^ as I noticed^ when no- 
body was minding. So that no doubt she is as much 
richer as she is handsomer than she made believe, 
contrary to the ways of other women, which is in 
her favour and my good captain's ; for from what I , 
can judge, after all Jie has done for her, she has no 
dislike nor objection to him. 

" I have not time to add any thing more, but my 
love to Kitty, and Nancy, and Tom, and Mary, and 
little Bess; and, honoured parents, wishing you 
good health as I am in, thank Grod, at these presents, 

I am your dutiful and loving son, 

John Birch. 

" P. S. I open my letter to tell you we are going 
southward immediately, all in high spirits, as there 
is hopes of meeting the French and Spaniards. We 
have just hoisted the nun-lady on board an English 
packet. God send her and this letter safe to Eng-< 
land." 

Mr. Beaumont might perhaps have been amused by 
this romantic story, and by the style in which it was 
told, if he had not been alarmed by the hint at the 
conclusion of the letter, that the lady was not indif«- 
ferent to her deliverer. Now Mr. Beaumont earnestly 
wished that his friend captain Walsingham might 
become his brother-in-law; and he began to have 
fears about this Spanish lady, with her gratitude, her 
rings, and the advantages of the great interest her 
misfortunes and helpless condition would excite, to> 
gether with the vast temptations to €aii ycl Vw^.'^c^^. 
imght occur during tlie courae oi «^ ^^o-^aj^^^ '^'a.Vs^ 
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taken notice of the postscript^ his mind would hfive 
been somewhat relieved. On this subject Mr. Beau- 
mont pondered all the way that he rode home> and 
on this subject he was still meditating when he satir 
his mother standing on the steps^ where we left her 
when miss Hunter's carriage drove away. 



CHAPTER IV. 



^^ I shall in all my best obey yoa» madam.*' 

Hamlet. 



^' Did you meet miss Hunter, my dear son ?" said 
she. 

^ Yes, ma'am, I just passed the carriage in the 
avenue: she is going home, is not she?" said he, 
rather in a tone of satisfaction. 

'^ Ah, poor thing ! yes," said Mrs. Beaumont, in a 
most pathetic tone ; " ah, poor thing !" 

" Why, ma'am, what has happened to her? What's 
the matter ?" 

'< Matter ? O nothing ! — Did I say that any thing 
was the matter ? Don't speak so loud," whispered 
she : '* your groom heard every word we said ; stay 
till he is out of hearing, and then we can talk." 

" I don't care if all the world hears what I say," 
cried Mr. Beaumont, hastily : but, as if suppressing 
his rising indignation, he, with a milder look and 
tone, added, ^^ I cannot conceive, my dear mother, 
why you are always so afraid of being overheard." 

^' Servants, my dear, make such mischief, you 
Jcnow^ by misunderstanding and misrepresenting 
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every thing they hear; and they repeat things so 
oddly^ and raise such strange reports !" 

** True — ^very true indeed^ ma'am," said Mr. Beau- 
mont. " You are quite right, and I beg pardon for 
being so hasty — I wish you could teach me a little of 
your patience and prudence." 

^^ Prudence ! ah ! my dear Edward, 'tis only time 
and sad experience of the world can teach that to 
people of our open tempers. I was at your age ten 
times more imprudent and unsuspicious than you 



are." 



« 



Were you, ma'am? — But I don't think I am 
unsuspicious. I was when I was a boy — I wish we 
could continue children always in some things. I 
hate suspicion in any body — ^but more than in any 
one else, I hate it in myself. And yet *' 

JMr. Beaumont hesitated, and his mother instantly 
w^it on with a fluent panegyric upon the hereditary 
unsuspiciousness of his temper. 

'' But, madam, were you not saying something to 
me about miss Hunter ?" 

^' Was I } — O, I was merely going to say, that I 
was sorry you did not know she was going this 
morning, that you might have taken leave of her, 
poor thing !" 

'^ Take leave of her ! ma'am : I bowed to her, and 
wished her a good morning, when I met her just 
now, and she told me she was only going to the 
hall for a day. Surely no greater leave-taking was 
requisite, when I am to see the lady again to-morrow, 
I presume." 

'^ That is not quite so certain as she thinks, pow 
fioul ! I told her I would send for her again to-mor- 
row, just to keep up her spirits at leaving me. Wdils. 
ihis way, Edward; undex ihfc fii[V8A& «fl ^^ \xw^>Vss. 
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I am dead with the heat ; and you^ too^ look so hot ! 
I say I am not' so sure that it would be prudent tp 
Jiave her here so much^ especially whilst Mr. Palmer 

•is. with US, you know " Mrs. Beaumont paused, 

as if waiting for an assent^ or a dissent^ or a leading 
hint how to proceed : but her son persisting in per- 
yerse silence^ she was forced to repeat, " You know, 
Edward^ my dear, you know ?" 

*^ I don't know, indeed, ma'am." 

" You don't know !" 

" Faith, not I, ma'am. I don't know, for the soul 
of me, what Mr. Palmer's coming has to do with miss 
. Hunter's going. There's room enough in the house, 
I suppose, for each of them, and all of us to play wix 
parts. As to the rest, the young lady's coming or 
going is quite a matter of indifference to me, except, 
of course, as far as politeness and hospitality go. But 
all that I leave to you, who do the honours for me so 
well." 

' Mrs. Beaumont's ideas were utterly thrown out of 
their order by this speech, no part of which was 
^exactly what she wished or expected : not that any 
•of the sentiments it contained or suggested were new 
$0 her ; but she was not prepared to meet them thus 
clothed in distinct words, and in such a compact 
form. She had drawn up her forces for battle in 
an order, which this unexpectedly decisive movement 
of the enemy discomfited; and a less able tactician 
might have been, in these circumstances, not only 
embarrassed, but utterly defeated : yet, however un- 
prepared for this sudden shock, with admirable 
generalship our female Hannibal, falling back in the 
centre, admitted him to advance impetuous and tri- 
umphant, till she had him completely surrounded. 
'i ^'. My being of age in a few days," continued My. 
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Beaumont, " will not make any difference, surely ; I 
depend upon it, that you will always invite whomever 
you like to this house, of which I hope, my dear 
mother, you will always do me the fevour to be the 
mistress — till I marry, at least. For my wife's feel- 
ings," added he, smiling, " I can't engage, before I 
have her." 

'^ And before we know who she is to be," said 
Mrs. Beaumont, carelessly. '^ Time enough, as you 
say, to think of that. Besides, there are few women 
in the world, I know scarcely one, with whom^ in 
the relation of mother and daughter-in-law, I should 
wish to live. But wherever I live, my dear son^ as 
\oag as I have a house, I hope you will always do me 
the justice and the pleasure to consider yourself as its 
master. Heaven knows I shall never give any other 
man a right to dispute with you the sovereignty of 
my castle, or my cottage, whichever it may be. As 
to the rest," pursued Mrs. Beaumont, " you cannot 
marry against my wishes, my dear Edward ; for your 
wishes on this, as on all other subjects, will ever 
govern mine." 

Her son kissed her hand vnth warm gratitude. 

'' You will not, I hope, think that I seek to pro- 
long my regency, or to assume undue power or iik- 
iluence in affairs," continued Mrs. Beaumont, '^ if I 
hint to you in general terms what I think may con- 
tribute to your happiness. You must afterwards 
decide for yourself; and are now, as you have ever 
been, master, to do as you please." 

*' Too much — ^too much. I have had too much 
liberty,- and have too little acquired the habit of 
commanding my will and my passions by my reason. 
Of this I am sensible. My excellent friend, ca^^akiL 
Walsingham, told me, some ye«xa ^o,^CtvaX'Cc£fii^R^ 
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the faxilt of my character^ and he charged me to watch 
over myself; and so I have; but not so strictly^ I 
fear^ as if he had watched along with me.— —Well, 
ma'am, you were going to give me some advice ; I am 
all attention." 

'^ My dear son, captain Walsingham showed his 
judgment more> perhaps^ in pointing out causes than 
effects. The weakness of a fond mother, I am sensi- 
ble, did indulge you in childhood^ and^ perhaps, 
more imprudently in youths with an unlimited liberty 
to judge and act for yourself. Your mother's system 
of education came> idas ! more from her heart than 
her head. Captain Walsingham himself cannot be 
more sensible of my errors than I am." 

" Captain Walsingham^ believe me^ mother^ never 
mentioned this in reproach to you. He is not a man 
to teach a son to see his mother's errors — ^if she had 
ally. He always spoke of you with the greatest 
respect. And since I must^ at my own expense, do 
him justice^ it was^ I well remember^ upon some 
occasion where I spoke too hastily, and insisted up<m 
my will in opposition to yours, madam, that captain 
Walsingham took me aside, and represented to me 
the fault into which my want of command over myself 
had betrayed me. This he did so forcibly, that I have 
never from that hour to this (I flatter myself), on 
any material occasion, forgotten the impression he 
made on my mind. But, madam, I interrupt you : 
you were going to give me your advice about " 

" No, no— no advice — no advice ; you are, in my 
opinion, fully adequate to the direction of your own 
conduct. I was merely going to suggest, tiiat, since 
•you have not been accustomed to control from a 
mother, and since you have, thank Heaven ! a high 
jpirit, that would sooner break than bend, it must be 
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essential to your happiness to have a wife of a com- 
pliant^ gentle temper ; not fond of disputing the rights 
or attached to her own opinions ; not one who would 
be tenacious of rule, and unseasonably inflexible." 

'' Unseasonably inflexible ! Undoubtedly^ ma'am. 
Yet I should despise a mean-spirited wife." 

" I am sure you would. But compliance that pro- 
ceeds from affection^ you.know>^can never deserve to 
be called mean-spirited — ^nor would it so appear to 
you. I am persuaded that there is a degree of fond- 
neas, of affection^ enthusiastic aflfection^ which disposes 
the temper always to a certain softness and pelding^ 
nessj which^ I conceive^ would be peculiarly attractive 
to you^ and essential to your happiness : in shorty I 
know your temper could not bear contradiction." 
^^ O^ indeed^ ma'am^ you are quite mistaken." 
'^ Quite mistaken ! and at the very moment he 
reddens with anger, because I contradict, even in 
the softest, gentlest manner in my power, his opinion 
of himself!" 

" You don't understand me, indeed you don't un- 
derstand me," said Mr. Beaumont, beating with his 
whip the leaves of a bush which was near him. 
'* Either you don't understand me, or I don't under- 
stand you. I am much more able to bear contradiction 
than you think I am, provided it be direct. But I 
do not love — what I am doing at this instant," added 
he, smiling — " I don't love beating about the bush." 
*' I/ook there now I — Strange creatures you men 
are ! So like he looks to his poor father, who used to 
tell me that he loved to be contradicted, and yet who 
would not, I am sure, have lived three days with any 
woman who had ventured to contradict him directly. 
Whatever influence I obtained in. \i\& VvrssX) ^vxi^ 
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whatever happiness we enjoyed in our union^ I at- 
tribute to my trusting to my observations on his 
character^ rather than to his own account of himself. 
Therefore I may be permitted to claim some judgment 
of what would suit your hereditary temper." 

" Certainly, ma'am, certainly. But to come to the 
point at once, may I ask this plain question — Do 
yon, by these reflections, mean to allude to any pard- 
colar persons? Is there any woman in the world you 
jat this instant would wish me to marry ?" 

" Yes — miss Walsingham." 

Mr. Beaumont started with joyful surprise, when 
his mother thus immediately pronounced the very 
. name he wished to hear. 

" You surprise and delight me, my dear mother I" 

'' Surprise ! — How can that be ? — Surely you 
must know my high opinion of miss Walsingham. 
JBut " 

" But— you added but " 

*' There is no woman who may not be taxed with 
.a but — ^yet it is not for her friend to lower her merit. 

My only objection to her is 1 shall infallibly af- 

iront you, if I name it." 

'' Name it ! name it 1 You will not afiront me." 

'^ My only objection to her then is, her superiority. 
She is so superior, that, forgive me, I don't know 
any man, yourself not excepted, who is at all her 
equal." 

'' I think precisely as you do, and rejoice." 

" Rejoice I why there I cannot sympathise with 
you. I own, as a mother, I should feel a little — a 
little mortified to see my son not the superior^ and 
when the comparison is to be daily and hourly made^ 
and to last for life, and aU the world to see it as 



well as myself. I own I Have a mother's vanity. I 
should wish to see my son always what he has 
hitherto been — the superior, and master in his own 
house." 

Mr. Beaumont made no reply to these insinuations, 
but walked on in silence ; and hii^ mother, unable to 
determine precisely whether the vexation apparent 
in his countenance proceeded from disapprobation of ^ 
her observations, or from their working the effect she 
desired upon his pride, warily waited till he should 
betray some decisive symptom of his feelings. But 
she waited in vain — ^he was resolved not to speak. 

'^ There is not a woman upon earth I should wish 
so much to have as a daughter-in-law, a companion, 
and a &iend, as miss Walsingham. You must be con- 
vinced," resumed Mrs. Beaumont, " so far as I am 
concerned, it is the most desirable thing in the world. 
But I should think it my duty to put my own feelings 
and wishes out of the question, and to make myself 
prefer whoever, all things considered, my judgment 
tells me would make you the happiest." 

"And whom would your judgment prefer, madam?" 

" Why — I am not at liberty to tell — ^unless I could 
explain all my reasons. Indeed, I know not what to 
say." 

" Dear madam, explain all your reasons, or we 
shall never understand one another, and never come 
to an end of these half explanations." 

Here they were interrupted by seeing Mr. Twigg, 
a courtly clergyman, coming towards them. Beau- 
mont was obliged to endure his tiresome flattery 
upon the beauties of Beaumont Park, and upon the 
judicious improvements that were making, had been 
made, and would, no doubt, be very soon made. Mrs. 
Beaumont, at last, relieved ki^ oi ^w w?\l^mL'^J«^ivsew2«^ 
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by commissioning Mr. Twi^ to walk round the im- 
provements by himself. By himself she insisted it 
should be^ that she might have his unbiassed judg- 
ment upon the two lines which had been marked for 
the new belt or screen; and he was also to decide 
whether they should call it a belt or a screen.— • 
Honoured with this commission^ he struck off into 
the walk to which Mrs. Beaumont pointed^ and be- 
gan his solitary progress. 

Mr. Beaumont then urged his mother to go on 
with her explanation. Mrs. Beaumont thought that 
she could not hazard much by flattering the vanity 
of a man on that subject on which perhaps it is most 
easily flattered ; therefore^ after sufficient delicacy of 
circumlocution, she informed her son that there wa» 
a young lady who was actually dying for love of 
him ; whose extreme fondness would make her live 
but in him ; and who, beside having a natural duc- 
tility of character, and softness of temper, was per- 
fectly free from any formidable superiority of intellect, 
and had the most exalted opinion of his capacity, as 
well as of his character and accomplishments; in 
short, such an enthusiastic adoration, as would in- 
duce that belief in the infallibility of a husband, 
which must secure to him the fullest enjoyment of 
domestic peace, power, and pre-eminence. 

Mr. Beaumont seemed less moved than his mother 
had calculated that the vanity of man must be, by 
such a declaration — discovery it could not be called. 
^' If I am to take all this seriously, madam," replied 
he, laughing, '' and if, au pied de la Uttre, my vanity 
is to believe that this damsel is dying for love ; yet, 
still I have so little chivalry in my nature, that I 
cannot understand how it would add to my happiness, 
to sacrifice myself to save her life. That I am well 
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, suited to her^ I am as willing as vanity can make me 
to believe; but bow is it to be proved tbat the lady 
is suited to me ?" 

'^ My dear^ these things do not admit of logical 
proof/* 

'^ Well — ^moral^ sentimental^ or any kind of proof 
you please." 

** Have you no pity ? and is not pity akin to 
love?" 

^^ Akin ! O yes, ma'am, it is akin ; but for that 
very reason it may not be a friend — ^relations, you 
know, in these days, are as often enemies as friends." 

^^ Vile pun I far-fetched quibble ! — provoking boy I 
— But I see you are not in a humour to be serious, 
so I will take another time to talk to you of this 
affair." 

" Now or never, ma'am, for mercy's sake !" 

" Mercy's sake ! you who show none*— Ah ! this is 
the way with you men ; all this is play to you, but 
death to us.** 

'' Death ! dear ma'am ; ladies, you know as well 
as I do, don't die of love in these days — you would 
not make a fool of your son." 

'^ I could not ; nor could ^y other woman — that 
is clear : but amongst us, I'ni afraid we have, unde- 
^ signedly indeed, but irremediably, made a fool of this 
-poor confiding girl." 

'^ But, ma'am, in whom did she confide ? not in 
me, 1*11 swear. I have nothing to reproach myself 
with, thank God ! — My conscience is clear ; I have 
been as ungallant as possible. I have been as cruel as 
my nature would permit. I am sure no one can charge 
me with giving false promises— I scarcely speak-«-nor 
false hopes, for I scarcely look at the young lady." 
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" So, then, you know who the young lady in 
question is ?" 

*' Perhaps I ought not to pretend to know." 

*' That would be useless affectation, alas ! for I fear 
many know, and have seen, and heard, much more' 
than you have — or I either." 

Here Mrs. Beaumont observed that her son's colour* 
changed, and that he suddenly grew serious : aware 
that she had now touched upon the right chord, she 
struck it again, '* with a master's hand and prophet's 
fire." She declared, that all the world took it for 
granted that miss Hunter was to be married to JMr.. 
Beaumont ; that it was talked of every where ; that 
she wa§ asked continually by her correspondents^ 
when the marriage was to take place? — inconfirmatiou 
of which assertion, she produced bundles of letters 
from her pockets, &om Mrs. and miss, and from lady 
this, and lady that. 

'' Nay," continued she, ^' if it were confined even 
to the circle of one*s private friends and acquaintanoe^ 
I should not so much mind it, for one might contradict, 
and have it contradicted, and one might send the poor 
thing away to some watering-place, and the report 
might die away, as reports do — sometimes. But all 
that sort of thing it is too late to think of now — ^for 
the thing is public ! quite public ! got into the news- 
papers! Here's a paragraph I cut out this very 
morning from my paper, lest the poor -girl should see 
it. The other day, I believe you saw it yoursdf, 
there was something of the same sort. ' We hear 
that as soon as he comes of age, Mr. Beaumont, of 
Beaumcmt Park, is to lead to the altar of Hymen 
iniss Htinter, sister to sir John Hunter, of Devon- 
shire.' Well,-r after you left the room, Albina took 
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up the paper you had been reading; and when 
she saw this paragraph^ I thought she would have 
dropped. I did not know what to do. Whatever I 
could say, you know, would only make it worse. 1 
tried to turn it off, and talked of twenty things ; but 
it would not do— no, no, it is too serious for that : 
well, though I believe she would rather have put her 
hand in the fire, she had the courage to speak to me 
about it herself." 

'^ And what did she say, ma'am ?" inquired Mr. 
Beaumont, eagerly. 

" Poor simple creature ! she had but one idea— 
that you had seen it ! — that she would not for th€ 
world you had read it. What would you think of 
her — she should never be able to meet you again— ^ 
What could she do? It must be contradicted—^ 
somebody must contradict it. Then she worried me 
to have it contradicted in the papers. I told her I 
did not well know how that could be done, and urged 
that it would be much more prudent not to ^x atten- 
tion upon the parties by more paragraphs. But she 
was not in a state to think of prudence ; — no. What 
would you think was the only idea in her mind ? — If 
I would not write, she would write that minute her- 
self, and sign her name. This, and a thousand wild 
things, she said, till I was forced to be quite angry, 
and to tell her she must be governed by those who 
had more discretion than herself. Then she was so 
subdued, so ashamed — really my heart bled for her, 
even whilst I scolded her. But it is quite necessary 
to be harsh with her ; for she has no liiore foresight; 
nor art, nor command of herself sometimes, than a 
child of five years old. I assure you, I was rejoiced 
to get her away before Mr. Palmer came^i^^ ^Tc<e« 
eye coming into a family sees so ToxxOa^ oraa -^w^^^siv 
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wish to be seen. You know it would be terrible t& 
have the poor young creature commit and expose her.* 
self to a stranger so early in life. Indeed^ as it is, I 
am persuaded no one will ever think of marrying her, 

if you do net. In worldly prudence — ^but of that 

she has not an atom — ^in worldly prudence she mighl 
do better, or as well, certainly ; for her fortune will 
be very considerable. Sir John means to add to itj 
when he gets the Wigram estate ; and the old unde^ 
Wigram, can't live for ever. — But poor Albina, I dare 
swear, does not know what fortune she is to hav^ 
nor what you have. Love ! love ! all for love I — an4 
all in vain. She is certainly very much to be pitied." 
Longer might Mrs. Beaumont have continued in 
monologue, without danger of interruption horn het 
«on, who stood resolved to hear the utmost* sum of 
all that she should say on the subject. Never in* 
terrupting her, he only filled certain pauses, that 
seemed expectant of reply, with the phrases — " I am 
very sorry, indeed, ma'am" — and, '^ Really, ma'am^ 
it is out of my power to help it." But Mrs. Beau* 
mont observed that the latter phrase had been omitted 
as she proceeded-^-and ^' / am very sorry, indeed^ 
ma'am" he repeated less as words of course, and 
more and more as if they came from the heart* 
Having so far, successfully, as she thought, worked 
upon her son's good-nature, and seeing her daughter 
through the trees coming towards them, she abruptly 
exclaimed, '' Promise me, at all events, dearest Ed- 
ward, I conjure you ; promise me that you will not 
make proposals any where else, without letting me 
know of it beforehand, — and give me time," joining 
her hands in a supplicating attitude, ^^ give me but 
a few weeks, to prepare my poor little Albina for thia 
^d^ sad stroke I" 
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t promise you^ madam^ that I will not directly^ 
or indirectly^ make an offer of my hand or heart to 
any woman^ without previously letting you know my 
determination. And as for a few weeks> more or less 
—my mother, surely, need not supplicate, but simply 
let me know her wishes— even without her reasons, 
they would have been sufficient with me. Do I 
satisfy you now, madam ?" 

" More than satisfy — as you ever do, ever will, my 
dear son." 

^^ But you will require no more on this subject—*-! 
must be left master of myself." 

'' Indubitably — certainly — ^master of yourself—* 
most certainly — of course." 

Mr. Beaumont was going to add something be- 
ginning with, " It is better, at once, to tell you, that 

I can never " But Mrs. Beaumont stopped him 

with, " Hush ! my dear, hush ! not a word more, fof 
here is Amelia, and I cannot talk on this subject be* 
fore her, you know. My beloved Amelia, how lan- 
guid you look ! I fear that, to please me,, you have 
taken too long a walk ; and Mr. Palmer won't see yott 
in your best looks, after all. — What note is that you 
have in your hand ?" 

" A note from miss Walsingham, mamma." 

'^ Oh ! the chickenpox ! take care ! letters, notes, 
every thing may convey the infection," cried Mrs. 
Beaumont, snatching the paper. *' How could dearest 
miss Walsingham be so giddy as to answer my note, 
after what I said in my postscript ! — How did this 
note cc^me ?" 

''By the little postboy, mamma; I met him at 
the porter's lodge." 

" But what is all this strange thing l" «aL^^\^%* 
Beaumont^ after having lead t!bfe uoXft trwHsfc ^«t-- 
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It contained a certificate horn the parish minister^ 
and churchwardens^ apothecary, and surgeon, bearing 
witness, one and all, that there was no individual 
man, woman, or child, in the parish, or within three 
miles of Walsingham House, who was even under any 
suspicion of having the chickenpox. 

*' My &ther desires me to send Mrs. Beaumont 
the enclosed clean bill of health — ^by which she will 
find that we need be no longer subject to quarantine; 
and, unless some, other reasons prevent our having the 
pleasure of seeing her, we may hope soon that she 
will favour us with her long promised visit. 

Yours, sincerely, 
Marianne Walsinoham." 

'' I am delighted," said Mrs. Beaumont, '' to find it 
was a false report, and that we shall not be kept, the Lord 
knows how long, away from the dear Walsinghams." 

" Then we can go to them to-morrow, can't we, 
mamma ? And I will write, and say so, shall I ?" 
said Amelia. 

" No need to write, my dear ; if we promise for 
any particular day, and are not able to go, that seems 
uiddnd, and is taken ill, you see. And as Mr. Palmer 
is coming, we can't leave him." 

'^ But he will go with us, surely," said Mr. Beau- 
•mont. '^ The Walsinghams are as much his relations 
as we are ; and if he comes two hundred miles to see 
us, he will, surely, go seven to see them." 

^' True," said Mrs. Beaumont ; " but it is dvil 
and kind to leave him to fix his own day, poor old 
gentleman. After so long a journey, we must allow 
him some rest. Consider, he can't go galloping about 
asjrou do, dear Edward." -1 
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" But/* said Amelia^ '^ as the Walsingliams know 
he is to be in the country^ they will of course come to 
see him immediately." 

'* How do they know he is to be in the country ?" 

*^ I thought — I took it for granted^ you told them 
80^ mamma^ when you wrote about not going to Wal^ 
singham House, on Mr. Walsingham's birthday." 

** No, my dear ; I was so full of the chickenpox> 
and terror about you, I could think of nothing else." 

" Thank you, dear mother — but now that is out 
of the question, I had best write a line by the return 
of the postboy, to say, that Mr. Palmer is to be hefe 
to-day, and that he stays only one week." 

*^ Certainly ! love — but let me write about it, for 
I have particular reasons. And my dear, now we 
are by ourselves, let me caution you not to mention 
that Mr. Palmer can stay but one week : ^' in the 
first place, it is uncivil to him, for we are not sure of 
it, and it is like driving him away ; and in the next 
place, there are reasons I can't explain to you, that 
know so little of the world, my dear Amelia — but, in 
general, it is always foolish to mention things." 

^^ Always foolish to mention things!" cried Mr. 
Beaumont, smiling. 

^' Of this sort, I mean," said Mrs. Beaumont, a 
little disconcerted. 

'^ Of what sort ?" persisted her son. 

" Hush ! my dear ; here's the postboy and the 
ass" 

" Any letters, my good little boy } Any letters for 

me?" 

'^ I has, madam, a many for the house. I does not 
know for who— the bag will tell," said the boy, un- 
strapping the bag from his shoulders. 

"Give it to me, then" 8aid'&llt^.^^>x^'^'oX** "^^ 
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am anxious for letters always." She was peculiarly 
anxious now to open the post-bag^ to put a stop to a 
conversation which did not please her. Whilst seated 
on a garden-chair^ under a spreading beech, our he- 
roine, with her accustomed looks of mystery, examined 
the seals of her numerous and important letters, to 
ascertain whether they had been opened at the post- 
office, or whether their folds might have been per- 
vious to any prying eye. Her son tore the covers off 
the newspapers; and, as he unfolded one, Amelia 
leaned upon his shoulder, and whispered softly, *^ Any 
news of the fleet, brother ?*^ . 

Mrs. Beaumont, than whom Fine-ear himself Lad 
tiot quicker auditory nerves, especially for indiscreet 
whispers, looked up from her letters, and examined, 
unperceived, the countenance of Amelia, who was 
learching with eagerness the columns of the paper. 
As Mr. Beaumont turned over the leaf, Amelia looked 
up, and, seeing her mother's eyes fixed upon her, 
coloured ; and from want of presence of mind to in- 
vent any thing better to say, asked if her motheic 
wished to have the papers ? 

^' No," said Mrs. Beaumont, coldly, ^^ not I, Ame- 
lia ; I am not such a politician as you are grown." 

Amelia withdrew her attention, or at least her 
eyes, from the paper, and had recourse to the beech- 
tree, the beautiful foliage of which she studied with 
profound attention. 

'' God bless me ! here's news ! news of the fleet !** 
^ed Beaumont, turning suddenly to hia sister ; and 
then recollecting himself, to his mother. '^ Ma'am; 
they say there has been a great engagement between 
the French and Spaniards, and the English — ^par- 
ticulars not known yet: but, they say, ten sail of the 
JPrench line are taken, and four Spaniards blown up. 
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&nd six Spanish men-of-war disabled^ and a treasure- 
ship taken. Walsingham must have been in the en- 
gagement — My horse ! — 1*11 gallop over this minute, 
and know from the Walsinghams if they have seen 
the papers, and if there's any thing more about it in 
their papers." 

*' Grallop ! my dearest Edward," said his mother', 
standing in his path, '^ but you don't consider Mr. 
Pahner " 

** Damn Mr. Palmer I I beg your pardon, mother 
—I mean no harm to the old gentleman — ^friend of 
nay father's — ^great respect for him — I'll be back by 
dinner-time, back ready to receive him — ^he can't be 
here till six — only five by me, now ! Ma'am, I shall 
have more than time to dress, too, cool as a cucumber, 
ready to receive the good old fellow." 

^' In one short hour, my dear ! — seven miles to 
Walsingham House, and seven back again, and all 
the time you will waste there, and to dress too — only 
consider !" 

'' I do consider, ma'am ; and have considered every 
thing in the world. My horse will carry me there 
and back in forty-five minutes, easily, and five to 
spare, I'll be bound. I sha'n't 'light — so where's the 
paper ? — I'm off." 

'^ Well — order your horse, and leave me the paper, 
at least, whilst he is getting ready. Ride by this way, 
and you will find us here — where is this famous pa-? 
ragraph ? 

Beaumont drew the paper crumpled from the 
pocket into which he had thrust it — ^ran off for his 
horse, and quickly returned mounted. ^* Give me 
the paper, good friends ! — I'm off.'* 

" Away, then, my dear ; since you will hea-t '^^5fQ::t- 
self for nothing. But only let me -^ydX. Q^>^. \» ^^jssxV' 
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said she^ holding the paper fast whilst she held it up 
to him, '' that this whole report rests on no authority 
whatever ; not a word of it in the gazette ; not a line 
from the admiralty ; no official account ; no bulletin ; 
no credit given to the rumour at Lloyd's ; stocks the 
same. — ^And how did the news come ? Not even the 
news- writer pretends it came through any the least 
respectable channel. A ^gate in latitude the Lord 
knows what ! saw a fleet in a fog — ^might be Spanish — 
might be French — ^might be English — spoke another 
frigate some days afterwards, who heard firing : well — • 
firing says nothing. But the frigate turns this firing 
into an engagement, and a victory; and presently 
communicates the news to a collier, and the collier 
tells another collier, and so it goes up the Thames^ 
to some wonder-maker, standing agape for a parar 
graph, to secure a dinner. To the press the news 
goes, just as our paper is coming out, and to be sure 
we shall have a contradiction and an apology in our 
next.*' 

" Well, ma'am ; but I will ask Mr. Walsingham 
what he thinks, and show him the paper." 

. *^ Do, if you like it, my dear ; I never control 
you ; but don't overheat yourself for nothing. What 
can Mr. Walsingham, or all the Walsinghams in the 
world, tell more than we can; and as to showing 
him the paper, you know he takes the same paper. 
But don't let me detain you. Amelia, who is that 
coming through the gate } Mr. Palmer's servant, I 
protest !" 

; '^ Well ; it can't be, I see !" said Beaumont, dis-^ 
mounting. 

" Take away your master's horse — quick — quick J 
.•-Amelia, my love, to dress ! I must have you ready 
to receive your godfather's blessing. Consider^ Mr. 
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Palmer was your father's earliest friend ; and besides^ 
he is a relation^ though distant ; and it is always a 
good and prudent thing to keep up relationships. 
Many a fine estate has come from very distant re- 
lations most unexpectedly. And even independently 
of all relationships, when friendships are properly 
cultivated, there's no knowing to what they may 
lead ; — not that I look to any thing of that sort here. 
But before you see Mr. Palmer, just as we are 
walking home, and quite to ourselves, let me give 
you some leading hints about this old gentleman'^ 
character, which I have gathered, no matter how, for 
your advantage, my dear children. He is a humourist, 
and must not be opposed in any of his oddities : he 
is used to be waited upon, and attended to, as all 
these men are who have lived in the West Indies. A 
bon vivant, of course. Edward, produce your best 
wines — the pilau and currie, and all that, leave to 
me. I had special notice of his love for a john-doree, 
and a john-doree I have for him. But now I am 
going to give you the master-key to his heart. Like 
all men who have made great fortunes, he loves to 
feel continually the importance his wealth confers; 
he loves to feel that wealth does every thing ; is su- 
perior to every thing — to birth and titles especially : 
it is his pride to think himself, though a commoner, 
far above any man who condescends to take a title. 
He hates persons of quality ; therefore, whilst he is 
here, not a word in favour of any titled person. For- 
get the whole house of peers— send them all to Co-^ 
ventry — all to Coventry, remember. — And now you 
have the key to his heart, go and dress, to be ready 
for him." 

Having thus given her private instructions, «sA 
advanced her secret plans, !&lis*'Bea\xTMstL\.x€^v^<^^>» 
her toilet, well satisfied witJi Yiex moxrackJ^^^^'^* 



I7d TALES O^ FASHIONABLE LIFE. 



CHAPTER V. 

^ Chi mi fin pin cazezze die non sole ; 
O m*a ingannato, o ingannar me vuole.**' 

*' Br St. George^ there's nothing like Old England 
for comfort !" cried Mr. Palmer^ settling himself in 
his arm-chair in the evening ; '^ nothing after all^ in 
any part of the known worlds like Old England for 
eomfort. Why^ madam^ there's not another people 
in the universe that have in any of their languages 
a name even for comfort. The French have been 
forced to borrow it ; but now they have got it, they 
dim't know how to use it, nor even how to pronounce it, 
pocn* devils ! Well, there's nothing like Old England 
£oi* comfort." 

*' Ah ! nothing like Old England for comfort," 
echoed Mrs. Beaumont, in a sentimental tone, though 
at that instant her thoughts were far distant from 
her words ; for this declaration of his love for Old 
England alarmed her with the notion that he might 
^ange his mind about returning immediately to Ja« 
maica, and that he might take root again and flourish 
for years to come in his native soil — perhaps in her 
neighbourhood, to the bane of all her favourite pro* 
jects. What would become of her scheme of marry .r 
ing Amelia to the baronet, and her son to the docile 
Albina? What would become of the scheme of 
preventing him from being acquainted with the 
Walsinghams ? For a week it might be practical 
1)le to keep them asunder by policising, but this could 
never be effected if he were to settle, or even to make 
an/ long stay, in the country. The Walsinghamg 
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would be affronted, and then what would become of 
their interest in the county ? Her son could not be 
returned without that. And, worse than all the 
rest, Mr. Palmer might take a fancy to see these 
Walsinghams, who were as nearly related to him as 
the Beaumonts ; and seeing, he might prefer ; and 
preferring, he might possibly leave half, nay, per- 
haps the whole, of his large fortune to them, — and 
thus all her hopes and projects might at once be 
frustrated. Little aware of the long and perplexing 
trains of ideas, which his honest ejaculation in favour 
of his native country had raised, Mr. Palmer went 

00 with his own comfortable thoughts. 

'^ And of all the comforts our native land affords, 

1 know of none so grateful to the heart," continued 
he, *^ as good friends, which are to be found nowhere 
dse in such perfection. A man at my time of life 
misses many an old friend on his return to his natiire 
country; but then he sees them still in their repre- 
sentatives, and loves them again in their children* 
Mr. Beaumont looked at me at that instant, so like 
his father — he is the image of what my friend was, 
when I first knew him." 

*^ I am rejoiced you see the likeness," said Mrs. 
Beaumont. '^ Amelia, my dear, pour out tli^ 
coffee." 

" And miss Beaumont, too, has just his expression 
of countenance, which surprises me more, in her 
delicate features. Upon my word, I have reason to 
be proud of my god-daughter, as far as appearances 
go; and with Englishwomen appearances, fair as 
they may be, seldom are even so good as the truth. 
There's her father's smile again for me — young 
lady, if that smile deceives, there'^ tng \x\iJis^ \fi>. 
woman/* 
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*^ Do not Toa find oar coffee here renr bad, eom* 
pared with what too hare been used to abroad?'* 
mad Mrs. Beanmont. 

'^ I do rejoice to find mpelf here quiet in the 
eoantrj," eootinned Mr. Pkfaner, without hearing 
the ladj^s question ; '' nothri^ after all like a good 
old English fiunily, where every thii^ qieaks plenty 
and hospitality, without waste or ostentation; and 
where ym are received with a hearty wdoomc^ 
without oompliments ; and let do just as you please, 
without fiorm, and without being persecuted by po« 
Uteness." 

This was the image of an English country fiunilj 
imjM^Bsed early upon the good old gentleman's 
inu^nation, which had remained there firesh and 
unchanged since the days of his youth ; and he now 
took it for granted that he should see it realised in 
the fiEonily of his late friend. 

** 1 was afiraid," resumed 3Irs. Beaumont, '' that 
afifcer being so long accustomed to a West-Indian lifis, 
you would find many things unpleasant to your feel- 
ings here. But yon are so kind, so accommodating. 
Is it really possible that yon have not, since your 
return to England, experienced any uncomfortable 
sensations, sufiFered any serious injury to your healthy 
my dear sir, from the damps and chills of our di- 
mate?" 

'* Why, now I think of it, I have — I have a coughj" 
said Mr. Palmer, coughing. 

Mrs. Beaumont officiously shut the window. 

'^ I do acknowledge that England is not quite so 
superior to all other countries in her climate as in 
every thing else : yet I don't ' damn the dimate like 
a lord.' At my time of life, a man must expect to be 
a valetudinarian, and it would be unjust to blam^ 
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one's native climate for that. But a man of seventy- 
five must live where he can, not where he will ; and 

Dr. Y tells me that I can live nowhere but in 

the West Indies." 

^' O, sir, never mind Dr. Y ,*' exclaimed young 

Beaumont : '' live with us in England. Many En^ 
glishmen live to a great age surely, let people say 
what they will of the climate." 

" But, perhaps, brother,*' interposed Amelia, 
*^ those who, like Mr. Palmer, have lived much in 
a warm climate, might find a return to a cold country 
dangerous ; and we should consider what is best finr 
him, not merely what is most agreeable to our- 
selves." 

" True, my dearest Amelia," said Mrs. Beaumont; 
'^ and to be sure Dr. Y is one of our most 

skilful physicians. I could not be so rash or ao 
selfish as to set my private wishes, or my pri'^^ate 

opinion, in opposition to Dr. Y 's advice; but 

surely, my dear sir, you won't let one physician, 
however eminent, send you away from us all, and 
banish you again from England ? We have a very 
clever physician here. Dr. Wheeler, in whom I have 
the greatest confidence. In my own case, I confess^ 
I should prefer his judgment to any of the London 
fashionable physicians, who are so fine and so hur- 
ried, that they can't take time to study one's par- 
ticular constitution, and hear all one has to say to 
them. Now that is Wheeler's great excellence— 
and I should so like to hear his opinion. I am sure, 
if he gives it against me, I will not say a word more: 
if he decides for Jamaica, I may be vexed, but I 
should make it a point of conscience to submit, and 
not to urge my good ^end to sta.'^ \tl ^raj^asi^ ^J^ 
Jiis own peril. Happy they 'wVio csja. ^^^ ^^Nt^ssife 



174 TALES OF FASHIONABlbE LIFE. 

they please^ and whose fortune puts it in theii* 
power to purchase any climate^ and to combine the 
oomforts and luxuries of all countries." 

Nothing more was said upon the subject: Mra^ 
Beaumont turned the conversation to the different 
luxuries of the West and East Indies. Mr. Palmer; 
fatigued by his journey^ retired early to rest^ little 
dreaming that his kind hostess waked^ whilst he 
slept^ for the purpose of preparing a physician to 
give a proper opinion upon his case. Mrs. Beau* 
mont left a note to her favourite Dr. Wheeler^ to be 
sent very early in the morning. As if by accident^ 
the doctor dropped in at breakfeust time^ and Mrs. 
Beaumont declared that it was the luckiest chance 
imaginable^ that he should happen to call just when 
she was wishing to see him. When the question in 
debate was stated to him^ he^ with becoming gravity 
of countenance and suavity of manner^ entered into a 
discussion upon the effect of hot and cold climated 
Upon the solids^ and fluids^ and nervous system in 
general; then upon English constitutions in par« 
ticular ; and^ lastly^ upon idiosyncrasies. 

This last word cost Mr. Psdmer half his breaks 
&st : on hearing it he turned* down his cup with a 
profound sigh^ and pushed his plate from him ; in- 
dications which did not escape the physician's demure 
eye. Gaining confidence from the weakness of the 
patient^ Dr. Wheeler now boldly pronounced^ that, 
ill his opinion^ any gentleman, who after having ha* 
bituated himself long to a hot climate, as Jamaica, 
for instance, should come late in life to reside in a 
colder climate, as England, for example, must run 
very great hazard indeed ; nay, he could almost ven* 
ture to predict, would fall a victim to the sudden 
tension o£ the lax fibre8« 
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Though a man of sound good sense in most things, 
Mr. Palmer's weakness was, on medical subjects, a^ 
great as his ignorance; his superstitious faith in 
physicians was as implicit as either Dr* Wheeler ot 
Mrs. Beaumont could desire. 

'' Then," said Mr. Palmer, with a sigh still 
deeper than the first — for the first was for himself, 
and the second for his country — " then England, 
Old England ! farewell for ever ! All my judged 
pronounce sentence of transportation upon me !" 

Mr. Beaumont and Amelia, in eager and persuasive 
tones of remonstrance and expostulation, at once 
addressed the doctor, to obtain a mitigation or sua-" 
pension of his sentence. Dr. Wheeler, albeit unused 
to the imperative mood, reiterated his dictum. Though 
little accustomed to hold his opinion against the ar- 
guments or the wishes of the rich and fair, he, upon 
this occasion, stood his ground against miss and Mr. 
Beaumont wonderfully well for nearly five minutes ; 
till, to his utter perplexity and dismay, he saw Mrs* 
Beaumont appear amongst his assailants. 

'' Well, 1 said I would submit, and not say a 
word, if Dr. Wheeler was against me," she began ; 
" but I cannot sit by silent : I must protest against 
this cruel, cruel decree, so contrary too to what 
I hoped and expected would be Dr. Wheeler'^ 
opinion." 

Poor Dr. Wheeler twinkled and seemed as if he 
would have rubbed his eyes, not sure whether he was 
awake or in a dream. In his perplexity, he appre* 
bended that he had misunderstood Mrs. Beaumont's 
note, and he now prepared to make his way round 
^ain through the solids and the fluids, and the whole 
nervous system, till, by favour gf idiosyncrast^^ W 
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Loped to get out of his difficulty^ and to allow Mr. 
Palmer to remain on British ground. Mrs. Beaumont's 
hce, in spite of her powers of simulation^ lengthened 
and lengthened^ and darkened and darkened^ as he 
proceeded in his recantation ; but^ when the exception 
to the general axiom was fairly made out^ and a dear 
permit to remain in England granted^ by such high 
medical authority^ she forced a smile^ and joined loudly 
in the general congratulations. Whilst her son was 
triumphing and shaking hands with Mr. Palmer^ she 
slipped down stairs after Dr. Wheeler. 

'^ Ah, doctor ! What have you done ! Ruined me ! 
ruined me i Didn't you read my note ? Didn't yoU 
understand it?— I thought a word to the wise was 
enough." 

" Why ! — Then it was as I understood it at first ? 
So I thought ; but then I £uicied I must be mistaken 
afterwards ; for when I expected support^ my dear 
madam, you opposed my opinion in favour of Jamaica 
more warmly than any one, and what was I to 
think?" 

'^ To think ! Oh, my dear doctor, you might have 
guessed that was only a sham opposition." 

'^ But, my dear ma'am," cried Dr. Wheeler, who, 
though the mildest man, was now worked up to some- 
thing like indignation, ^^ my dear ma'am — sham upon 
sham is too much for any man !" 

The doctor went down stairs murmuring^ Thus, 
by excess of hypocrisy, our heroine disgusted even her 
own adherents, in which she has the honour to re^ 
semble some of the most wily politicians famous in 
English history. But she was too wise ever to let. 
any one who could serve or injure her go discontented 
out of her presence^ 
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" My dear, good Dr. Wheeler, I never saw you 
angry before. Come, come/' cried Mrs. Beaumont, 
sliding a douceur into his hand, '^ friends must not 
be vexed for trifles ; it was only a mistake de part et 
d*autre, and you'll return here to-morrow, in your 
way home, and breakfast with us ; and now we un- 
derstand one another. And," added she, in a whisper 
" we can talk over things, and have your cool judg- 
ment best, when only you, and I, and Mr. Palmer, 
are present. You comprehend." 

Those who practise many manceuvres, and carry 
on many intrigues at the same time, have this advan- 
tage, that if one fails, the success of another compen- 
sates for the disappointment. However she might 
have been vexed by this slight contre-temps with Dr. 
Wheeler, Mrs. Beaumont had ample compensation of 
different sorts this day ; some due to her own exer- 
tions, some owing to accident. Her own exertions 
prevented her dear Albina Hunter from returning ; 
for Mrs. Beaumont never sent the promised carriage 
— only a note of apology — a nail had run into one of 
the coach-horse's feet. To accident she owed that 
the Walsinghams were not at home when her son 
galloped over to see them the next morning, and to 
inquire what news from captain Walsingham. That 
day's paper also brought a contradfction of the report 
of the engagement and victory ; so that Mrs. Beau- 
mont's apprehensions on this subject were allayed ; 
and she had no doubt that, by proper management, 
with a sufficient number of notes and messages, mis- 
understandings, lame horses, and crossings upon the 
road, she might actually get through the week with- 
out letting the Walsinghams see Mr. Palmer ; or at 
least without more than a vis, or a morning n^ssA.^ 
from which no great danger coyA^l \ife «^t^«»^^- 

VOL. vni. ^ 
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'^ Few, indeed, have so much character," thought 
she, '^ or so much dexterity in showing it, as to make 
a dangerous impression in the course of a formal 
morning visit." 



CHAPTER VI. 



'^ Ah ! c^est mentir tant soit peu ; j*en conviens ; 
C'est un grand mal — ^mais il produit un bien.** 

Voltaire. 

The third day went off still more successfully. 
Dr. Wheeler called at breakfast, frightened Mr. 
Palmer out of his senses about his health, and con- 
vinced him that his life depended upon his immediate 
return to the climate of Jamaica : — so this point was 
decided. 

Mrs. Beaumont, calculating justly that the Wal- 
singhams would return Mr. Beaumont's visit, and 
come to pay their respects to Mr. Palmer this morn- 
ing, settled, as soon as breakfast was over, a plan of 
operations which should keep Mr. Palmer out till 
dinner-time. He must see the charming drive which 
her son had made round his improvements ; and she 
must have the pleasure of showing it to him herself ; 
and she assured him that he might trust to her 
driving. 

So into Mrs. Beaumont's garden-chair he got ; and 
when she had him fairly prisoner, she carried him 
far away firom all danger of intruding visitors. It 
may readily be supposed that our heroine made good 
use of the five or six hours' leisure for manoeuvring 
which she thus secured. 

So frank and cordial was this simple-hearted old 
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mauj any one but Mrs. Beaumont would have thought 
that with him no manceuvring was necessary ; that 
she need only have trusted to his friendship and gene- 
rosity^ and have directly told him her wishes. He 
was so prepossessed in her favour^ as being the widow 
of his friend^ that he was almost incapable of sus- 
pecthig her of any unhandsome conduct; besides^ 
having had little converse with modern ladies^ his 
imagination was so prepossessed with the old-fashioned 
picture of a respectable widow lady and guardian 
mother, that he took it for granted Mrs. Beaumont 
was just like one of the good matrons of former times^ 
like lady Bountiful^ or lady Lizard ; and^ as such^ he 
spoke to her of her family concerns, in all the open- 
ness of a heart which knew no guile. 

^* Now, my good mistress Beaumont, you must 
look upon me just as my friend the. colonel would 
have done ; as a man^ who has your family interests 
at heart just as much as if I were one of your- 
selves. And let me into all your little affairs^ and 
trust me with all your little plans^ and let us talk 
over things together, and settle how every thing can 
be done for the best, for the young people. You 
know, I have no relations in the world but your family 
and the Walsinghams, of whom, by the by, I know 
nothing. No one living has any claim upon me : I 
can leave or give my own just as I please ; and you 
and yours are, of course, my first objects — and for the 
how, and the what, and the when, I must consult 
you; and only beg you to keep it in mind, that I 
would as sooa give as bequeath, and rather ; for as to 
what a man leaves to his friends, he can only have 
the satisfaction of thinking that they will be the 
better for him after he is dead and ^ive., vjVc^^Ns. 



180 TALES OF FASHIONABLE LIFE. 

but cold comfort; but what he gives^ he has the 
warm comfort of seeing them enjoy whilst he is alive 
with them." 

" Such a generous sentiment !" exclaimed Mrs. 
Beaumont^ ^^ and so unlike persons in general who 
have large fortunes at their disposal ! I feel so much 
obliged^ so excessively " 

'' Not at all^ not at all^ not at all — ^no more of that^ 
no more of that, my good lady. The colonel and I were 
^ends ; so there can be no obligation between us, nor 
thanks, nor speeches. But, just as if you were talking 
to yourself, tell me your mind. And if there are any 
little embarrassments that the son may want to clear 
off on coming of age ; or if there's any thing wanting 
to your dower, my dear madam ; or if there should 
be any marriages in the wind, where a few thousands, 
more or less, might be the making or the breaking of 
a heart ; — ^let me hear about it all : and do me the 
justice to let me have the pleasure of making the 
young folks, and the old folks too, happy their own 
way ; for I have no notion of insisting on all people 
being happy my way — no, no ! I've too much En- 
glish liberty in me for that; and I'm sure, you, 
my good lady, are as great a foe as I am to all family 
managements and mysteries, where the old don't 
khow what the young do, nor the young what the old 
think. No, no — that's all nonsense, and French con- 
vent work — nothing like a good Old English family. 
So, my dear mistress Beaumont, out with it all, and 
make me one of yourselves, free of the family from 
this minute. Here's my hand and heart upon it — an 
old friend may presume so fiur." 

This frankness would have opened any heart except 
Mrs. Beaumont's ; but it is the misfortune of art^l 
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people that they cannot believe others to be artless : 
either they think simplicity of character folly; or 
else they suspect that openness is only affected^ as a 
bait to draw them into snares. Our heroine balanced 
for a moment between these two notions. She could 
not believe Mr. Palmer to be an absolute fool, — ^no ; 
his having made such a large fortune forbad that 
thought. Then he must have thrown himself thus 
open merely to try her, and to come at the knowledge 
of debts and embarrassments, which, if brought to 
light, would lower his opinion of the prudence of the 
family. 

'^ My excellent friend, to be candid with you," 
she began, '5 there is no need of your generosity at 
present, to relieve my son from any embarrassments ; 
for I know that he has no debts whatever. And I 
am confident he will make my jointure every thing, 
and more than every thing, I could desire. And, as 
to marriages, my Amelia is so young, there's time 
enough to ccmsider." 

'^ True, true ; and she does well to take time to 
consider. But though I don't understand these mat- 
ters much, she looks mightily like the notion I have 
of a girl that's a little bit in love." 

^^ In love ! O my dear sir ! you don't say so— In 
love?" 

'^ Why, I suppose I should not say %n love; there's 
some other way of expressing it come into fashion 
since my time, no doubt. And even then, I know 
that was not to be said of a young lady, till signing 
and sealing day ; but it popped out, and I can't get 
it back again, so you must even let it pass. And 
what harm? for you know, madam, without love, 
what would become of the world I — ^Vjassw^ 'V ^"jja. 
jilted once and away, I ac\aio^\eAi@5r-Asv3X^^'t^^^^s!>^ 
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forget. I d(m't like the girl a whit the worse for 
being a little bit tender-hearted. For I'm morally 
certain^ even from the little I have heard her say^ 
and from the way she has been brought up^ and from 
her being her Other's daughter and her mother's^ 
madam> she could not fix her affections on any one 
that would not do honour to her choice^ or — which is 
only saying the same thing in other words — that you 
and I siiould not approve." 

'' Ah ! there's the thing !" said Mrs. Beaumont, 
sighing. 

^' Why now I took it into my head from a blush I 
saw this morning, though how I came to notice it I 
don't know, for to my recollection I have not noticed 
a girl's blushing before these twenty years — but, to 
be sure, here I have as near an interest, almost, as if 
she was my own daughter — I say, from the blush I 
saw this morning, when young Beaumont was talking 
of the gallop he had taken to inquire about captain 
Walsingham, I took it into my head that he was the 
happy man." 

'* O ! my dear sir, he never made any proposals 
for Amelia." That was strictly true. " Nor, I am 
sure, never thought of it, as far as ever I heard." 

The saving clause of '^ as far as ever I heard,*' 
prevented this last assertion from coming under that 
description of falsehoods denominated downright lies. 

'^ Indeed, how could he ?" pursued Mrs. Beaumont, 
'^ for you know he is no match for Amelia ; he has 
nothing in the world but his commission. No ; there 
never was any proposal from that quarter ; and, of 
course, it is impossible my daughter could think of a 
man who has no thoughts of her." 

" You know best, my good madam ; I merely spoke 
at random. I'm the worst guesser in the world. 
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especially on these matters : what people tell me, I 
know ; and neither more nor less." 

Mrs. ^Beaumont rejoiced in the simplicity of her 
companion. ^^ Then, my good friend, it is but fidr 
to tell you," said she, " that Amelia has an admirer." 

"A lover, hey! Who?" 

'^ Ah, there's the misfortune ; it is a thing I never 
can consent to." 

^' Ha ! then now it is out ! There's the reason the 
girl blushes, and is so absent at times." 

A plan now occurred to Mrs. Beaumont's scheming 
imagination, which she thought the masterpiece of 
policy. She determined to account for whatever 
symptoms of embarrassment Mr. Palmer might observe 
in her daughter, by attributing them to a thwarted at* 
tachment for sir John Hunter ; and Mrs. Beaumont 
resolved to make a merit to Mr. Palmer of opposing 
this match, because the lover was a baronet, and s^e 
thought that Mr. Palmer would be pleased by her 
showing an aversion to the thoughts of her daughter's 
marrying a sprig of quality. This ingenious method 
of paying her court to her open-hearted friend, at 
the expense equally of truth and of her daughter, 
she executed with her usual address. 

'^ Well, I am heartily glad, my dear good madam, 
to find that you have the same prejudices against 
sprigs of quality that I have. One good commoner 
is worth a million of them, to my mind. So I told 
a puppy of a nephew of mine, who would go and buy 

a baronetage, forsooth disinherited him ! but he is 

dead, poor puppy." 

" Poor young man ! But this is all new to me," 
said Mrs. Beaumont, with well-feigned surprise. 

" But did not you know, my dear issjaAasHv^'^Mal^A. 

had a nephew, and that Vie i& &saAV 
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" O, yes ; but not tl^e particulars." 

" No ; the particulars I never talk of — not to the 
poor dog's credit. It's well he's dead^ for if he had 
livedo I am afraid I should have forgiven him. No, 
no^ I never would. But there is no use in thinking 
any more of that. What were we saying ? O, about 
your Amelia— our Amelia^ let me call her. If she 
is so much attached^ poor thing, to this man, though 
he is a baronet, which I own is against him to my 
fancy, yet, it is to be presumed, he has good qua- 
lities to balance that, since she values him; and 
young people must be young, and have their little 
foolish prepossessions for title, and so forth. To be 
sure I should have thought my friend's daughter 
above that, of such a good family as she is, and with 
such good sense as she inherits too. But we have 
all our foibles, I suppose. And since it is so with 
Amelia, why do let me see this baronet-swain of hers, 
and let me try what good I can find out in him, and 
let me bring myself, if I can, over my prejudices. 
And then you, my dear madam, so good and kind a 
mother as you are, will make an effort too on your 
part ; for we must see the girl happy, if it is not out 
of. all sense and reason. And if the man be worthy 
of her, it is not his fault that he is a sprig of quality; 
and we must forgive and forget, and give our consent, 
my dear Mrs. Beaumont." 

. " And would you ever give your consent to her 
marrying sir John Hunter ?" cried Mrs. Beaumont, 
breathless with amazement, and for a moment thrown 
off her guard so as to speak quite naturally. The sudden 
difference in her tone and manner struck even her 
unsuspicious companion, and he attributed it to dis- 
pleasure at this last hint. 

' Whj, mj very .dear good friend's wife, forgive 
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me," said he, ^^ for this interference, and for, as it 
seems, opposing your opinion about your daughter's 
marriage, which no man has a right to do — ^but if you 
ask me plump whether I could forgive her for mar- 
rying sir John Hunter, I answei'^ for I can speak 
nothing but the truth, I would, if he is a worthy 
man." 

^' I thought," said Mrs. Beaumont, astonished, 
" you disinherited your own nephew, because he took 
a baronet's title against your will." 

^' Bless you ! no, my dear madam — that did dis- 
please me, to be sure — but that was the least cause 
of displeasure I had. I let the world femcy and say 
what they would, rather than bring faults to light. 
— But no more about that." 

^^ But did not you take an oath that you woukL 
never leave a shilling of your fortune to any s'prtg of 
quality ?*' 

" Never ! my dearest madam ! never," cried Mr. 
Palmer, laughing. " Never was such a gander. See 
what oaths people put into one's mouth." 

" And what lies the world tells," said Mrs. Beau- 
mont. 

" And believes," said Mr. Palmer, with a sly 
smile. 

The surprise that Mrs. Beaumont felt was mixed 
with a strange and rapid confusion of other senti- 
ments, regret for having wasted such a quantity of 
contrivance and manoeuvring against an imaginary 
difficulty. All this arose from her too easy belief of 
secret underhand infortnation. 

Through the maze of artifice in which she had in- 
volved affairs, she now, with some difficulty, per- 
ceived that plain truth would have served Wt ^^«a.- 
pose better. But regret for \iie ^«eX. ^^& \ns3>\. xsv ^^'^ 
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least mixed with any thing like remorse or penitence; 
on the contrary^ she instantly began to consider how 
she could best profit by her own wrong. She thought 
she saw two of her ^Eivourite objects aknost within 
her reach^ Mr. Palmer's fortune, and the future title 
for her daughter : no obstacle seemed likely to oppoifiSe 
the accomplishment of her wishes, except Amelia's 
own inclinations : these she thought she could readily 
prevail upon her to give up ; for she knew that her 
daughter was both of a timid and of an affectionate 
temper; that she had never in any instance with- 
stood, or even disputed, her maternal authority ; and 
that dread of her displeasure had often proved suf- 
ficient to make Amelia suppress or sacrifice her own 
feelings. Combining all these reflections with her 
wonted rapidity, Mrs. Beaumont determined what 
her play should now be. She saw, or thought she 
saw, that she ought, either by gentle or strong means, 
to lure or intimidate Amelia to her purpose ; and that, 
while she carried on this part of the plot with her 
daughter in private, she should appear to Mr. Palmer 
to yield to his persuasions by degrees, to make the 
young people happy their own way, and to be per- 
suaded reluctantly out of her aversion to sprigs of 
quality. To be sure, it would be necessary to give 
firesh explanations and instructions to sir John Hunter, 
through his sister, with the new parts that he and 
she were to act in this domestic drama. As soon as 
Mrs. Beaumont returned from her airing, therefore, 
she retired to her own apartment, and wrote a note 
of explanation, with a proper proportion of sentiment 
and verbiage, to her dear Albina, begging to see her 
and sir John Hunter the very next day. The horse, 
which had been lamed by the nail, now, of course, 
had recovered; and it was found by Mrs. Beaumont 
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that she had been misinformed^ and that he had been 
lamed only by sudden cramp. Any excuse she knew 
would be sufficient^ in the present state of affairs^ to 
the young lady^ who was more ready to be deceived 
than even our heroine was disposed to deceive. In- 
deed^ as Machiavel says> ^^ as there are people willing 
to cheats there will always be those who are ready to 
be cheated." 



CHAPTER VII. 

^' Vous m^enchantez, mais vous m^epouvantez ; 
Ces pieges Ik sont-ils bien ajust^s ? 
Craignez vous pomt de vous laisser surprendre 
Dans les filets que vos mains savant tendres ?'* 

Voltaire. 

To prepare Amelia to receive sir John Hunter 
properly was Mrs. Beaumont's next attempt ; for as 
she had represented to Mr. Palmer that her daughter 
was attached to sir John^ it was necessary that her 
manner should in some degree accord with this re^ 
presentation^ that at least it should not exhibit any 
symptoms of disapprobation or dislike: whatever 
coldness or reserve might appear, it would be easy 
to attribute to bashfulness and dread of Mr. Palmer's 
observation. When Amelia was undressing at nighty 
her mother went into her room; and, having dis- 
missed the maid, threw herself into an arm-chair, 
and exclaimed, half-yawning, '' How tired I am 1— - 
No wonder, such a long airing as we took lo^^ss:^. 
But, my dear Amelia, 1 eo\xi<^ xioX. ^<^^ Na-isN.'^** 
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without telling you how glad I am to find that you 
are such a fiavourite with Mr. Palmer.'* 

" I am glad he likes me/' said Amelia ; ^' I am 
sure I like him. What a benevolent^ excellent man 
he seems to be." 

^' Excellent^ excellent — the best creature in the 
W(H:ld ! — ^And so interested about you ! and so anxious 
that you should be well and soon established ; almost 
as anxious about it as I am myself." 

" He is very good — and you are very good^ mamma; 
but there is no occasion that I should be soon esta" 
hlished, as it is called — ^is there ?" 

" That is the regular answer, you know, in these 
cases, from every young lady that ever was bom, in 
or out of a book within the memory of man. But 
we will suppose all that to be said prettily on your 
part, and answered properly on mine: so give me 
leave to go on to something more to the purpose ; and 
don't look so alarmed, my love. You know I am 
not a hurrying person ; you shall take your own time, 
and every thing shall be done as you like, and the 
whole shall be kept amongst ourselves entirely ; for 
nothing is so disadvantageous and distressing to a 
young woman as to have these things talked of in 
the world long before they take place." 

*' But, ma'am ! — Surely there is no marriage de- 
termined upon for me, without my even knowing 

it." 

" Determined upon ! — O dear, no, my darling. 

You shall decide every thing for yourself." 

'^ Thank you, mother ; now you are kind indeed." 
'^ Indubitably, my dearest Amelia, I would not 

decide on any thing without consulting you : for I 

have the greatest dependence on your prudence and 
^judgment. With a silly romantic girl, who had no 
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discretion^ I should certainly think it my duty to do 
otherwise ; and if I saw my daughter following head- 
long some idle fancy of fifteen^ I should interpose my 
authority at once> and say^ It must not be. But I 
know my Amelia so well, that I am confident she 
will judge as prudently for herself as I could for her; 
and^ indeed, I am persuaded that our opinions will 
be now, as they almost always are, my sweet girl, the 
same." 

" I hope so, mamma, — but " 

" Well, well, I'll allow a maidenly hut — and you 
will allow that sir John Hunter shall be the man at 
last." 

" O, mamma, that can never be," said Amelia, 
with much earnestness. 

" Never-^A young lady's never, Amelia, I will 
allow too. Don't interrupt me, my dear — ^but give 
me leave to tell you again, that you shall have your 
own time — Mr. Palmer has given his consent and 
approbation." 

" Consent and approbation !" cried Amelia. '^ And 
is it come to this ? without even consulting me ! And 
is this the way I am left to judge for myself? — Oh, 
mother ! mother ! what will become of me ?" 

Amelia, who had long had experience that it was 
vain for her to attempt to counteract or oppose any 
scheme that her mother had planned, sat down at 
this instant in despair: but even from despair she 
took courage ; and, rising suddenly, exclaimed, " 1 
never can nor will marry sir John Hunter — for I 
love another person — mother, you know I do — and I 
will speak truth, and abide by it, let the consequences 
be what they may." 

" Well, my dear, don't speak so loud, at ^V^x<«!4«ft»\ 
for though it may be very ]pxo^T X.o «^"5i5is. \Xjifc \xv3^i 
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it is not necessary that the whole universe should 
hear it. You speak of another attachment — is it 
possible that you allude to captain Walsingham? 
But captain Walsingham has never proposed for you^ 
nor even given you any reason to think he would ; 
or if he has^ he must have deceived me in the grossest 
manner." 

'^ He is incapable of deceiving any body/' said 
Amelia. ^' He never gave me any reason to think 
he would propose for me ; nor ever made the slightest 
attempt to engage my affections. You saw his con- 
duct: it was always uniform. He is incapable of 
any double or underhand practices." 

'^ In the warmth of your eulogium on captain 
Walsingham^ you seem^ Amelia^ to forget that you 
reflect^ in the most severe manner^ upon yourself: 
for what woman^ what young woman especially^ who 
has either delicacy^ pride^ or prudence^ can avow 
that she loves a man^ who has never given^ even by 
her ovm statement of the matter^ the slightest reason 
to believe that he thinks of her." 

Amelia stood abashed^ and for some instants in- 
capable of reply : but at last^ approaching her mother^ 
and hiding her face, as she hung over her shoulder, 
she said^ in a low and timid voice^ '^ It was only to 
my mother — I thought that could not be wrong — and 
when it was to prevent a greater wrong, the engaging 
myself to another person." 

'* Engaging yourself, my foolish child ; but did I 
not tell you that you should have your own time ?" 

^^ But no time, mother, will do." 

" Try, my dear love ; that is all I ask of you ; and 
this you cannot, in duty, in kindness, in prudence, 
or with decency, refuse me. 

« Cannot I ?" 
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'' Indeed you cannot. So say not a word more 
that can lessen the high opinion I have of you ; but 
show me that you have a becoming sense of your own 
and of female dignity^ and that you are not the poor^ 
mean-spirited creature^ to pine for a man who dis- 
dains you." 

^^ Disdain ! I never saw any disdain. On the 
contrary^ though he never gave me reason to think 
so, I cannot help fancying " 

" That he likes you — ^And yet he never proposed 
for you ! Do not believe it — a man may coquet ^ 
well as a woman, and often more ; but till he makes 
his proposal, never, if you have any value for your 
own happiness or dignity, fancy for a moment that 
he loves you." 

But he cannot marry, because he is so poor." 
True — and if so, what stronger argument can be 
brought against your thinking of him }*' 

" I do not think of him — I endeavour not to think 
of him." 

'^ That is my own girl ! Depend upon it, he thinks 
not of you. He is all in his profession — prefers it to 
every woman upon earth. I have heard him say he 
would not give it up for any consideration. All for 
glory, you see ; nothing for love." 

Amelia sighed. Her mother rose, and kissing 
her, said, as if she took every thing she wished for 
granted, '^ So, my Amelia, I am glad to see you 
reasonable, and ready to show a spirit that becomes 
you — Sir John Hunter breakfasts here to-morrow." 

*' But," said Amelia, detaining her mother, who 
would have left the room, " I cannot encourage sir 
John Hunter, for I do not esteem him ; therefore I 
am sure I can never love him." 
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'' You cannot encourage sir John Hunter, Amelia ?" 
replied Mrs. Beaumont. ^^ It is extraordinary that 
this should appear to you an impossibility the very 
moment the gentleman proposes for you. It was not 
always so. Allow me to remind you of a ball last 
year, where you and I met both sir John Hunter 
and captain Walsingham ; as I remember, you gave 
all your attention that evening to sir John." 

" Oh, mother, I am ashamed of that evening — I 
regret it more than any evening of my life. I did 
wrong, very wrong ; and bitterly have I suffered for 
it, as people always do, sooner or later, by deceit. I 
was afraid that you should see my real feelings ; and, 
■to conceal them, I, for the first and last time of my 
life, acted like a coquette. But if you recollect, dear 
mother, the very next day I confessed the truth to you. 
My friend, miss Walsingham, urged me to have the 
courage to be sincere." 

" Miss Walsingham ! On every occasion, I find 
the secret influence of these Walsinghams operating 
in my family," cried Mrs. Beaumont, from a sudden 
impulse of anger, which threw her off her guard. 

" Surely their influence has always been beneficial 
to us all. To me, miss Walsingham's friendship has 
been of the greatest service." 

" Yes>; by secretly encouraging you, against your 
mother's approbation, in a ridiculous passion for^ a 
man who neither can nor will marry you." 

" Far from encouraging me, madam, in any thing 
contrary to your wishes — and far from wishing to do 
any thing secretly, miss Walsingham never spoke to 
me on this subject but once ; and that was to advise 
me strongly not to conceal the truth from you, and 
not to make use of any artifices or manoeuvres." 
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*' Possibly, very possibly ; but I presume you could 
conduct yourself properly without miss Walsiugham's 
interference or advice." 

'^ I thought, mamma, you liked miss Walsingham 
particularly, and that you wished I should cultivate 
her friendship." 

" Certainly ; I admire miss Walsingham extremely, 
and wish to be on the best terms with the family ; 
but I will never permit any one to interfere between 
me and my children. We should have gone on better 
without advisers." 

" I am sure her advice and friendship have pre* 
served me from many faults, but never led me into 
any. I might, from timidity, and from fear of your 
superior address and abilities, have become insincere 
and artful ; but she has given me strength of mind 
enough to bear the present evil, and to dare at all 
hazards to speak the truth." 

^' But, my dearest Amelia," said Mrs. Beaumont, 
softening her tone, '^ why so warm ? What object 
can your mother have but your good ? Can any miss 
Walsingham, or any other friend upon earth, have 
your interest so much at heart as I have ? Why am 
I so anxious, if it is not from love to you ?" 

Amelia was touched by her mother's looks and 
words of affection, and acknowledged that she had 
spoken with too much warmth. 

Mrs. Beaumont thought she could make advantage 
of this moment. 

" Then, my beloved child, if you are convinced of 
my affection for you, show at least some confidence 
in me in return : show some disposition to oblige me. 
Here is a match I approve ; here is an establishment 
every way suitable." 

" But why, mamma, must 1 \ift Toarrvft^Y* *^si» 

VOL. VIII. ^ 
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terrupted Amelia. " I will not think, at least I will 
try not to think, of any one, of whom you do not ap- 
prove ; but I cannot marry any other man while I 
feel such a partiality for — . So, dear mother, 
pray do not let sir John Hunter come here any more 
on my account. It is not necessary that I should 
marry." 

'^ It is necessary, however," said Mrs. Beaumont, 
withdrawing her hand haughtily, and darting a look 
of contempt and anger upon her daughter, ^^ it is 
necessary, however, that I should be mistress in my 
own house, and that I should invite here whomever 
I please. And it is necessary that you should re- 
ceive them without airs, and with politeness. On 
this, observe, I insist, and will be obeyed." 

Mrs. Beaimiont would receive no reply, but left 
the room seemingly in great displeasure: but even 
half her anger was affected, to intimidate this gentle 
girl. 

Sir John Hunter and his sister arrived to breaks* 
is&t. Mrs. Beaumont played her part admirably ; so 
that she seemed to Mr. Palmer only to be enduring 
sir John from consideration for her daughter, and 
from compliance with Mr. Palmer's ovm request that 
she would try what could be done to make the young 
people. happy; yet she, with infinite address, drew 
sir John out, and dexterously turned every thing he 
said into what she thought would please Mr. Palmer, 
though all the time she seemed to be misunderstand- 
ing, or confuting him. Mr. Palmer's attention, which 
was generally fixed exclusively on one object at a 
time, had ample occupation in studying sir John, 
whom he examined, for Amelia's sake, with all the 
honest penetration which he possessed. Towards 
Amelia herself he scarcely ever looked : for, without 
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any refinement of delicacy^ he had sufficient feeling 
and sense to avoid what he thought would embarrass 
a young lady. Amelia's silence and reserve appeared 
to him^ therefore, as her politic mother had fore- 
seen^ just what was natural and proper. He had 
been told that ishe was attached to sir John Hunter ; 
and the idea of doubting the truth of what Mrs. 
Beaumont had asserted could not enter his confiding 
mind. 

In the mean time^ our heroine^ to whom the con- 
duct of a double intrigue was by no means embarrass-* 
ing^ did not neglect the affairs of her dear Albina : 
she had found time before breakfast^ as she met miss 
Hunter getting out of her carriage^ to make herself 
sure that her notes of explanation had been under- 
stood ; and she now, by a multitude of scarcely per- 
ceptible innuendoes, and seemingly suppressed looks 
of pity, contrived to carry on the representation she 
had made to her son of this damsel's helpless and 
lovelorn state. Indeed, the young lady appeared as 
much in love as could have been desired for stage 
effect, and rather more than was necessary for pro- 
priety. All Mrs. Beaumont's art, therefore, was ex- 
erted to throw a veil of becoming delicacy over what 
might have been too glaring, by hiding half to im- 
prove the whole. Where there was any want of 
management on the part of her young coadjutrix, 
she, mth exquisite skill, made advantage even of 
these errors by looks and sighs, that implied almost 
as emphatically as words could have said to her son 
— " You see what I told you is too true. The simple 
creature has not art enough to conceal her passion. 
She is undone in the eyes of the world, if you do not 
confirm what report has said." 
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This she left to work its natural effect upon the 
vanity of man. And in the midst of these multiplied 
manoeuvres^ Mrs. Beaumont sat with ease and un- 
concern^ sometimes talking to one^ sometimes to an« 
other ; so that a stranger would have thought her a 
party uninterested in all that was going forward^ and 
might have wondered at her blindness or indifference* 

But, alas! notwithstanding her utmost art^ she 
failed this day in turning and twisting sir John 
Hunter's conversation and character so as to make 
them agreeable to Mr. Palmer. This she knew by his 
retiring at an early hour at night, as he sometimes 
did when company was not agreeable to him. His 
age gave him this privilege. Mrs. Beaumont followed, 
to inquire if he would not wish to take something be- 
fore he went to rest. 

^' By St. George, madam Beaumont, you are right," 
said Mr. Palmer, " you are right, in not liking this 
baronet. I'm tired of him — sick of him — can't like 
him! — sorry for it, since Amelia likes him. But 
what can a daughter of colonel Beaumont's find in 
this man to be pleased with ? He is a baronet, to be 
sure, but that is all. Tell me, my good madam, what 
it is the girl likes in him ?" 

Mrs. Beaumont could only answer by an equivocal 
smile, and a shrug, that seemed to say — there's no 
accounting for these things. 

*' But, my dear madam," pursued Mr. Palmer, 
^^ the man is neither handsome nor young : he is old 
enough for her father, though he gives himself the 
airs of a youngster; and his manners are — I can 
allow for fashionable manners. But, madam, it is 
his character I don't like — selfish — cold — designing— 
not a generous thought, not a good feeling about him^ 
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You are rights madam^ quite right; In all his con- 
versation such meanness^ and even in what he means 
for wit, such a contempt of what is fJEiir and honour- 
able ! Now^ that fellow does not believe that such a 
thing as virtue or patriotism^ honour or friendship^ 
exists. The jackanapes! — and as for love! why, 
madam^ I'm convinced he is no more in love with 
the girl than I am, nor so much, ma'am, nor half so 
much ! — does not feel her merit, does not value her 

accomplishments, does not Madam ! madam ! he 

is thinking of nothing but himself, and her fortune 
— fortune ! fortune ! fortune ! that's all. The man's 
a miser. Madam, they that know no better fancy 
that there are none but old misers ; but I can tell 
them there are young misers, and middle-aged misers, 
and misers of all ages. They say such a man can't 
be a miser, because he is a spendthrift ; but, madam, 
you know a man can be both — ^yes, and that's 
what many of your young men of fashion are, and 
what, I'll engage, this fellow is. And can Amelis^ 
like him? my poor child! and does she think he 
loves her ? my poor, poor child ! how can she be so 
blind? but love is always blind, they say. IVe a 
great mind to take her to task, and ask her, between 
ourselves, what it is she likes in her baronet." 

" O, my dear sir ! she would sink to the centre of 
the earth if you were to speak. For Heaven's sake, 
don't take her to task, foolish as she is ; besides, she 
would be so angry with me for telling you." 

^' Angry ? the gipsy ! Am not I her godfather and^ 
her guardian ? though I could not act because I was 
abroad, yet her guardian I was left by her father, 
and love her too as well as I should a daughter of her 
father's — and she to have secrets and mysteries I tha.t 
would be worse than all the leeX, fct xK^^X^stv^k "«sj?> 
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what I abhor. Madam^ wherever there are secrets 
and mysteries in a family^ take my word for it there 
is something wrong." 

" True, my dear sir ; but Amelia has no idea of 
mysteries or art. I only meant that young girls^ you 
know^ will be ashamed on these occasions^ and we 
must make allowances. So do not speak to her^ I 
conjure you." 

" Well, madam, you are her mother, and must 
know best. I have only her interest at heart : but I 
won't speak to her, since it will so distress her. But 
what shall be done about this lover ? You are quite 
right about him, and I have not a word more to 
say. 

'^ But I declare, I think you judge him too harshly. 
Though I am not inclined to be his friend, yet I must 
do him the justice to say, he has more good qualities 
than you allow^ or rather than you have seen yet. He 
is passionately fond of Amelia. O, there you're wrong, 
^uite wrong ; he is passionately in love, whatever he 
may pretend to the contrary." 

'' Pretend ! and why should the puppy pretend not 

to be in love ?" 

« 

'^ Pride, pride and fsishion. Young men are so 
governed by fashion, and so afraid of ridicule. There's 
a set oi fashionables now, with whom love is a bore, 
you know." 

" I know ! no, indeed, I know no such thing," sa\d 
Mr. Palmer. ^' But this I know, that I hate pre^ 
tences of all sorts ; and if the man is in love, I should, 
•for my part, like him the better for showing it." 

^* So he will, when you know him a little better. 
You are quite a stranger, and he is bashful." 

" Bashful ! Never saw so confident a man in any 
country. 



ft 



BTANGBUYBING. 109 

" But he is shy under all that." 

*' Under ! But I don't like characters where every 
thing is under something different from what appears 
at top." 

" Well, take a day or two more to study him. 
Though I am his enenry^ I must deal fairly by himr, 
for poor Amelia's sake." 

'^ You are a good mother, madam, an indulgent 
mother^ and I honour and love you for it I'll follow 
your example^ and bear with this spendthrift-miser- 
coxcomb sprig of quality for a day or two more, and 
try to like him^ for Amelia's sake. But, if he's not 
worthy of her, he sha'n't have her, by St. George, he 
shal^not— shall he, madam ?" 

'' O, no, no ; good nighty my good sir." 

What the manceuvres of the next day might have 
effected, and how far sir John Hunter profited by the 
new instructions which were given to him in conse- 
quence of this conversation, can never be accurately 
ascertained, because the whole united plan of opera- 
tions was disturbed by a new, unforeseen event. 



CHAPTER VIII. 



^' Un volto senza senno, 
Un petto senza core, un cor serz* alma, 
Un* alma senza fede.** 

GUABINI. 

" Here's glorious news of captain Walsingham !" 
cried young Beaumont ; " I always knew he would 
distinguish himself if he had an opportunity ; and, 
thank God! he has had as fine an. oi^ig«K.\*\i5J2&:^ 



« 



200 TALES OF PA6HI0NABLE LIFE. 

heart could wish. Here, mother ! here, Mr. Palmer, 
is an account of it in this day's paper ! and here is a 
letter from himself, which Mr. Walsingham has just 
sent me." 

*^ O, give me the letter," cried Mrs. Beaumont, 
with affected eagerness. 

'^ Let me have the paper, then," cried Mr. Palmer. 
/* Where are my spectacles ?" 

*' Are there any letters for me ?" said sir John 
-Hunter. " Did my newspapers come ? Albina, I 
desired that they should be forwarded here. Mrs. 
Beaumont, can you tell me any thing of my papers ?" 
'^ Dear Amelia, how interesting your brother looks 
when he is pleased !" Albina whispered, quite loud 
enough to be heard. 

" A most gallant action, by St. George !" ex- 
claimed Mr. Palmer. " These are the things that 
keep up. the honour of the British navy and the glory 
of Britain." 

^' This Spanish ship that captain Walsingham 
captured the day after the engagement is likely to 
turn out a valuable prize, too," said Mrs. Beaumont. 
" I am vastly glad to find this by his letter, ^r the 
money will be useful to him, he wanted it so much. 
He does not say how much his share will come to, 
does he, Edward ?" 

'^ No, ma'am : you see he writes in a great hurry, 
and he has only time, as he says, to mention the 
needful" 

^' And i^ not the money the needful V said sir John 
Hunter, with a splenetic smile. 

" With Walsingham it. is only a secondary con- 
sideration," replied Beaumont ; ^^ honour is captain 
Walsingham's first object. I dare say he has never 
et calculated what his priae-mouey will be." 
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" Right, right !" reiterated Mr. Palmer ; " then 
he is the right sort. Long may it be before onr naval 
oiHcers think more of prize-money than of glory ! 
Long may it be before our honest tars turn into cal- 
culating pirates !" 

" They never will nor can whilst they have such 
officers as captain Walsingham/' said Beaumont. 

" By St. George, he seems to be a fine fellow, and 
you a warm friend," said Mr. Palmer. " Ay, ay, the 
colonel's own son. But why have I never seen any 
of these Walsinghams since I came to the country ? 
Are they ashamed of being related to me, because I 
am a merchant." 

^' More likely they are too proud to pay court to 
you because you are so rich," said Mr. Beaumont. 
" But they did come to see you, sir, — the morning 
you were out so late, mother, you know." 

" O ay, true — how unfortunate !" 

" But have not we horses } have not we carriages } 
have not we legs ?" said Mr. Palmer. " I'U go and 
see these Walsinghams to-morrow, please God I live 
so long ; for I am proud of my relationship to this 
young hero ; and I won't be cast off by good people, 
let them be as proud as they will — that's their fault 
-—but I will not stand on idle ceremony: so, my 
good mistress Beaumont, we will all go in a body, 
and storm their castle to-morrow morning." 

^' An admirable plan ! I like it of all things !*' said 
Mrs. Beaumont. " How few, even in youth, are so 
active and enthusiastic as our good friend. But, my 
dear Mr. Palmer " 

'' But I wish I could see the captain himself. Is 
there any chance of his coming home ?" 

" Home ! yes," said Beaumont : '' did you not read 
his letter, sir ? here it is ; Ke w\XV\ifc ^XVoasa ^ia't<:2^ 
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He says^ ' perhaps a few hours after this letter reaches 
you, you'll see me/ " 

" See him! Odds my life, I'm glad of it. And 
you, my little Amelia/' said Mr. Palmer, tapping 
her shoulder as she stood with her back to him read- 
ing the newspaper ; " and you, my little silent one, 
not one word have I heard from you all this time^ 
Does not some spark of your father's spirit kindle 
within you on hearing of this heroic relation of 
ours?" 

" Luckily for the ladies, sir," said sir John Hunter, 
eoDiing up, as he thought, to the lady's assistance—' 
'^ luckily for young ladies, sir, they are not called 
upon to be heroes ; and it would be luckier still for 
us men, if they never set themsdves up for heroines 
—-Ha ! ha ! ha ! miss Beaumont," continued he, " the 
shower is over; I'll order the horses out, that we 
may have our ride." Sir John left the room, evidently 
pleased with his own wit. 

'^ Amelia, my love," said Mrs. Beaumont, who 
drew up also to give assistance at this critical junc-* 
ture, " go, this moment, and write a note to your 
friend miss Walsingham, to say that we shall all be 
with them early to-morrow: I will send a servant 
directly, that we may be sure to meet with them at 
home this time ; you'll find pen, ink, and paper in 
my dressing-room, love." 

Mrs. Beaumont drew Amelia's arm within hers, 
and, dictating the kindest messages for the Wal- 
ginghams, led her out of the room. Having thus 
successfully covered her daughter's retreat, our skil^ 
ful manceuvrer returned, all self-complacent, to the 
company. And next, to please the warm-hearted Mr. 
Palmer, she seemed to sympathise in his patriotic 
enthusiasm for the British navy : she pronounced a 
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panegyric on the young hero, captain Walsingliam, 
which made the good old man rub his hands with 
exultation, and which irradiated with joy the coun- 
tenance of her son. But^ alas ! Mrs. Beaumont's 
endeavours to please^ or rather to dupe all parties^ 
could not^ even with her consummate address^ always 
succeed : though shie had an excellent memory^ and 
great presence of mind^ with peculiar quickness both 
of eye and ear^ yet she could not always register^ 
^rrange^ and recollect all that was necessary for the 
various parts she undertook to act. Scarcely had she 
finished her eulc^ium on captain Walsingham^ when^ 
to her dismay^ she saw close behind her sir John 
Hunter^ who had entered the room without her per- 
ceiving it. He said not one word ; but his clouded 
brow showed his suspicions^ and his extreme dis- 
pleasure. 

^^ Mrs. Beaumont^" said he^ after some minuteB' 
silence^ ^^ I find I must have the honour of wishing 
you a good mornings for I have an indispensable en- 
gagement at home to dinner to-day." 

'* I thought^ sir John> you and Amelia were going 
to ride." 

'^ Ma* am, miss Beaumont does not choose to ride — 
she told me so this instant as I passed her on the 
stairs. Oh ! don't disturb her, I beg — she is writing 
to miss Walsingham — I have the honour to wish you 
a good morning, ma*am." 

'^ Well, if you are determined to go, let me say 
three words to you in the music-room, sir John: 
though," added she, in a whisper intended to be heard 
by Mr. Palmer, '^ I know you do not look upon me 
as your friend, yet depend upon it I shall treat you 
and all the world with perfect candour." 
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Sir John, though sulky, could not avoid following 
the lady ; and as soon as she had shut all the doors 
and double-doors of the music-room, she exclaimed, 
*' It is always best to speak openly to one's friends. 
Now, my dear sir John Hunter, how can you be so 
childish as to take ill of me what I really was forced 
to say, for i/aur interest, about captain Walsingham, 
to Mr. Palmer ? You know old Palmer is the oddest, 
most self-willed man imaginable ! humour and please 
him I must, the few days he is with me. You know 
he goes on Tuesday — that's decided — Dr. Wheeler 
has seen him, has talked to him about his healthy and 
it is absolutely necessary that he should return to the 
West Indies. Then he is perfectly determined to 
leave all he has to Amelia." 

*' Yes, ma'am ; but how am I sure of being the 
better for that ?" interrupted sir John, whose decided 
selfishness was a match for Mrs. Beaumont's address, 
because it went without scruple or ceremony straight 
to his object ; ^^ for, ma'am, you can't think I'm such 
a fool as not to see that Mr. Palmer wishes me at the 
deviL Miss Beaumont gives me no encouragement ; 
and you, ma'am, I know, are too good a politician to 
offend Mr. Palmer : so, if he declares in favour of 
this young hero, captain Walsingham, I may quit 
the field." 

^' But you don't consider that Mr. Palmer's young 
hero has never made any proposal for Amelia." 

" Pshaw ! ma'am — but I know, as well as you do, 
that he likes her, and propose he will for her now 
that he has money." 

^^ Granting that ; you forget that all this takes 
time, and that Palmer will be gone to the West 
Indies before they can bring out their proposal ; and 
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as soon as he is. gone, and has left his will^ as he 
means to do^ with me^ you and I have the game in 
our own hands. It is very extraordinary to me that 
you do not seem to understand my play^ though I 
explained the whole to Albina ; and I thought she 
had made you comprehend the necessity for my 
seeming, for this one week^ to be less your friend 
than I could wish^ because of your title^ and that 
odd whim of Palmer, you ]mow : but I am sure we 
understand one another now." 

" £xcuse me/' said the invincible sir John : '^ I 
confess, Mrs. Beaumont, you have so much more 
abilities, a.nd^nesse, and all that sort of thing, than 
I have, that I cannot help being afraid of — of not 
understanding the business rightly. In business there 
is nothing like understanding one another, and going 
on sure grounds. There has been so much going 
backwards and forwards, and explanations and 
manoeuvres, that I am not clear how it is ; nor do I 
feel secure even that I have the honour of your ap- 
probation." 

" What ! not when I h^ve assured you of it, sir 
John, in the most unequivocal manner 7" 

It was singular that the only person to whom in 
this affair Mrs. Beaumont spoke the real truth should 
not believe her. Sir John Hunter continued obsti- 
nately suspicious and incredulous. He had just heard 
that his uncle Wigram, his rich uncle Wigram, was 
taken ill, and not likely to recover. This intelligence 
had also reached Mrs. Beaumont, and she was anxious 
to secure the baronet and the Wigram fortune for her 
daughter ; but nothing she could say seemed to satisfy 
him that she was not double-dealing. At last, to 
prove to him her sincerity, she gave him what he 
required, and what alone, he mi., o-wiX^ xsk^'i ^:^%. 

t 
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mind easy^ could bring Him to make up his mind — d 
written assurance of her approbation of his addresses 
to Amelia. With this he was content ; for^ said he> 
" What is written remains^ and there can be no mis« 
understandings in future^ or changing of minds." 

It was agreed between these confidential friends, 
that sir John should depart^ as it were, displeased ;. 
and she begged that he would not return till Mrf' 
Palmer should have left the country. 

Now there was a numerous tribe of hangers-on^ 
who were in the habit of frequenting Beaumont 
Park^ whom Mrs. Beaumont loved to see at her 
house ; because^ beside making her feel her own im** 
portance^ they were frequently useful to carry on 
the subordinate parts of her perpetual manoeuvres. 
Among these secondary personages who attended 
Mrs. Beaumont abroad to increase her consequence 
in the eyes of common spectators^ and who at hom^ 
filled the stage^ and added to the bustle and effect, 
her chief favourites were Mr. Twigg (the same gen-* 
tleman who was deputed to decide upon the belt or 
the screen) and captain Lightbody. Mr. Twigg was 
the most elegant flatterer of the two^ but captain 
Lightbody was the most assured, and upon the whole 
made his way the best. He was a handsome man, 
had a good address, could tell a good story, sing a 
good song, and make things go off well, when there 
was company ; so that he was a prodigious assistance 
to the mistress of the house. Then he danced with 
the young ladies when they had no other partners ; 
he mounted guard regularly beside the piano-forte, 
or the harp, when the ladies were playing ; and at 
dinner, it was always the etiquette for him to sit 
beside miss Beaumont, or miss Hunter, when the 
gentlemen guests were not such as Mrs. Beaumont 
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thought entitled to that honour^ or such as she deemed 
safe companions. These arrangements imply that 
captain Lightbody thought himself in Mrs. Beau- 
mont's confidence : and so he was to a certain d^ree^ 
just enough to flatter him into doing her high or low 
behests. Whenever she had a report to circulate^ or 
to contradict^ captain Lightbody was put in play ; 
and no man could be better calculated for this pur* 
pose> both from his love of tialking^ and of locomotion. 
He galloped about from place to place^ and from 
great house to another; knew all the lords and ladiee^ 
and generals and colonels^ and brigade-majors and 
aides-de-camp^ in the land. Could any mortal be 
better qualified to fetch and carry news for Mrs. 
Beaumont ? Besides news^ it was his ofiice to carry 
compliments^ and to speed the intercourse^ not per.* 
haps from soul to soul> but from house to house^ 
which is necessary in a visiting country to keep up 
the character of an agreeable neighbour. Did Mrs 
Beaumont forget to send a card of invitation^ or 
neglect to return a visits Lightbody was to set it to 
rights for her, Lightbody, the ready bearer of pretty 
notes ; the maker always, the fabricator sometimes, 
of the civilest speeches imaginable. This expert 
speechifier, this ever idle, ever busy scamperer, our 
heroine despatched to engage a neighbouring family 
to pay her a morning visit the next day, just about 
the time which was fixed for her going to see the 
Walsinghams. The usual caution was given — ** Pray, 
Lightbody, do not let my name be used ; do not let 
me be mentioned; but take it upon yourself, and 
say, as if from yourself, that you have reason to be^ 
lieve I take it ill that they have not been here lately. 
And then you can mention the hour that would be 
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most convenient. But let me have nothing to do with 
it. I must not appear in it on any aoooont.'* 

In consequence of captain Lightbody's faithful exe- 
cution of his secret instructiiHis, a barouche full of 
morning visitors drove to the door^ just at the time 
when Mrs. Beaumont had proposed to set out for 
Walsingham House. Mrs. Beaumont^ with a well- 
dissembled look of vexation^ exdaimed^ as she looked 
out of the window at the carriage^ '^ How provoking! 
Who can these people be ? I hope Martin will say I 
am not at home. Ring — ring, Amelia. Oh^ it's too 
late, they have seen me ! and Martin^ stupid creature! 
has let ihem in." 

Mr. Palmer was much discomfited^ and grew more 
and more impatient^ when these troublesome visitors 
protracted their stay^ and proposed a walk^ to see 
some improvements in the grounds. 

But^ my good mistress Beaumont^" said he, 

you know we are engaged to our cousin Walsing- 
ham this morning ; and if you will give me leave> I 
will go on before you with Mr. Beaumont, and we 
can say what detains you." 

Disconcerted by this simple determination of this 
straight-forward, plain-spoken, old gentleman, Mrs. 
Beaumont saw that further delay on her part would 
be not only inefficacious, but dungerous. She now 
was eager to be relieved from the difficulties which 
she had herself contrived. She would not, for any 
consideration, have trusted Mr. Palmer to pay this 
visit without her; therefore, by an able counter- 
movement, she extricated herself not only without 
loss, but with advantage, from this perilous situation. 
She made a handsome apolc^ to her visitors for 
being obli^d to run away ^m them. *' She would 
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leave Amelia to have the pleasure of showing them 
the grounds." 

Mrs. Beaumont was irresistible in her arrange- 
ments. Amelia^ disappointed and afraid to show 
how deeply she felt the disappointment^ was obliged 
to stay to do the honours of Beaumont Park^ whilst 
her mother drove off rejoicing in half the success^ at 
leasts of her stratagem ; but even as a politician she 
used upon every occasion too much artifice. It was 
said of cardinal Mazarin^ he is a great politician^ but 
in all his politics there is one capital defect — '' Oest 
qu'il veut toujours tromper." 

" How tiresome those people were ! I thought 
we never should have got away from them," said 
Airs. Beaumont. *' What possessed them to come 
this morning, and to pay such a horrid long visit ? 
Besides, those Buttons, at all times, are the most 
stupid creatures upon the face of the earth ; I cannot 
endure them ; so awkward and ill-bred too ! and yet 
of a good family — who could think it ? They are 
people one must see, but they are absolutely insuf- 
ferable." 

" Insufferable!" said Mr. Palmer; ^^ why, my 
good madam, then you have the patience of a 
martyr; for you suffered them so patiently, that 
I never should have guessed you suffered at all. 
I protest I thought they were friends and fa- 
vourites of yours, and that you were very glad to 
see them. 

" Well, well, 'tis the way of the world," continued 
Mr. Palmer, '^ this sort of — what do you call it ? 
double-dealing about visitors, goes on every where, 
madam Beaumont. But how do I know, that when 
I go away, you may not be as glad to get rid of mft- 

VOL. VIII. ^ 
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as you were to get away from these Duttons?" 
added he, in a tone of forced jocularity : *' How 
do I know, but that the minute my back is turned, 
you may not begin to take me to pieces in my 
turn, and say, ^ That old Palmer! he was the 
most tiresome, humorsome, strange, old-fashioned 
fellow ; I thought we should never have got rid of 
him?'" 

*^ My dear, dear sir, liow can you speak in such 
a manner?" cried Mrs. Beaumont, who had made 
several vain attempts to interrupt this speech. '' You, 
who are our best friend ! is it possible you could sua* 
pect? Is there no difference to be made between 
friends and common acquaintance ?" 

'^ I am sure, I hope there is," said Mr. PalmeiT) 
smiling. 

There was something so near the truth in Mr. 
Palmer's raillery, that Mrs. Beaumont could not 
take it with as much easy unconcern as the occasion 
required, especially in the presence of her son, who 
maintained a provoking silence. Unhappy indeed 
are those, who cannot, in such moments of distress, 
in their own families, and in their nearest con- 
nexions, find any relief from their embarrassments, 
and who look round in vain for one to be responsible 
for their sincerity. Mrs. Beaumont sat uneasy, and 
almost disconcerted. Mr. Palmer felt for his snuff- 
box, his usual consolation; but it was not in his 
pocket : he had left it on his table. - Now Mrs. 
Beaumont was relieved, for she had something to do, 
and something to say with her wonted politeness : in 
spite of all remonstrance from Mr. Palmer, her man 
Martin was sent back for the snuff-box ; and con- 
jectures about his finding it, and his being able to 
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overtake them before they arrived at Walsingham 
House, supplied conversation for a mile or two. 

*^ Here's Martin coming back full gallop, I vow/' 
said miss Hunter, who could also talk on this topic. 

'^ Come, come, my good lady," said Mr. Palmer, 
(taking the moment when the young lady had turned 
her back as she stretched out of the carriage for the 
pleasure of seeing Martin gallop) — '* Come, come, 
my good Mrs. Beaumont, shake hands and be 
friends, and hang the Buttons! I did not mean 
to vex you by what I said. I am not so polite as 
I should be, I know, and you perhaps are a little 
too polite. But that is no great harm, especially in 



a woman." 



Martin and the snuff-box came up at this instant ; 
and all was apparently as well as. ever. Yet Mrs. 
Beaumont, who valued a reputation for sincerity as 
much as Chartres valued a reputation for honesty, 
and nearly upon the same principle, was seriously 
vexed that even this transient light had been let in 
upon her real character. To such accidents duplicity 
is continually subject. 



^^ 
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CHAPTER IX. 

" Led by Simplicity divine. 
She pleased, and never tried to shine ; 
She gave to chance each unschooPd feature, 
And left her cause to sense and natur^." 

More. 

Arrived at Walsingham Park, they met miss 
Walsingham walking at some distance ffrom the 
house. 

- " Is captain Walsingham come }*' was the first 
question asked. -" No, but expected every hour." - 

That he had not actually arrived was a comfortable 
reprieve to Mrs. Beaumont. Breathing more freely, 
and in refreshed spirits, she prepared to alight &om 
her carriage to walk to the house with miss Walsii^- 
ham, as Mr. Palmer proposed. Miss Hunter, who 
was dressed with uncommon elegance, remonstrated 
in favour of her delicate slippers : not that she named 
the real object of her solicitude, no; she had not 
spent so much time with Mrs. Beaumont, that great 
mistress of the art of apologising, without learning 
at least the inferior practices of the trade. Of course 
she had all the little common arts of excuse ever 
ready : and instead of saying that she did not like 
to walk because she was afraid to spoil her shoes, she 
protested she was afraid of the heat, and could not 
walk so far. But Mr. Beaumont had jimiped out of 
the carriage, and Mrs. Beaumont did not wish that 
he should walk home tete-h-tete with miss Walsing- 
ham ; therefore miss Hunter's remonstrances were of 
no avail. 
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• " My love, you will not be heated, for our ^valk 
is through this charming shady grove ; and if you 
are tired, here's my son will give you his arm." 

Satisfied with this arrangement, the young lady, 
thus supported, found it possible to walk. Mr. 
Palmer walked his own pace, looking round at the 
beauties of the place, and desiring that nobody might 
mind him. This was his way, and Mrs. Beaumont 
never teased him with talking to him, when he did. 
not seem to be in the humour for it. She, who made 
something of every thing, began to manage the cour 
versation with her other companions during the walk, 
so as to favour her views upon the several parties^ 
Pursuing her principle, that love is in men's minds 
generally independent of esteem, and believing that 
ber son might be rendered afraid of the superiority 
of miss Walsingham's understanding, Mrs. Beau- 
mont took treacherous pains to draw her out, Startr 
ing from chance seemingly, as she well knew how, a 
subject of debate, she went from talking of the late 
marriage of some neighbouring couple, to discuss a 
question on which she believed that miss Walsing-. 
ham's opinion would differ from that of her son. 
The point was, whether a wife should or should not 
have pin-money. Miss Walsingham thought that a 
wife's accepting it would tend to establish a sepanite 
interest between married people. Mr. Beaumont, 
on the contrary, was of opinion, that a wife's having 
a separate allowance would prevent disputes. So 
miss Hunter thought of course, for she had been 
prepared to be precisely of Mr. Beaumont's opinion : 
but reasons she had none in its support. Indeed, 
she said with a pretty simper, she thought that 
women had nothing to do with reason or reasoning ; 
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that she thought a woman who really loved any body 
was always of that person's opinion ; and especially 
in a wife she did not see of what use reasoning and 
all that could be^ except to make a woman contra- 
did, and be odd^ and fond of ruling : that for her 
part^ she had no pretensions to any understandings 
and if she had ever so much^ she should be glad^ she 
declared upon her honour^ to get rid of it if she 
could ; for what use could it possibly be of fo her, 
when it must be the husband's understanding that 
must always judge and rule^ and a wife ought only 
to obey^ and be always of the opinion of the man of 
her choice. — Having thus made her profession of 
folly in broken sentences^ with pretty confusion and 
all-becoming graces^ she leaned upon Mr. Beaumont's 
arm with a bewitching air of languid delicacy^ that 
solicited support. Mrs. Beaumont suppressing a 
sigh^ which however she took care tlwt her soa 
should hear^ turned to miss Walsingham^ and> in a 
whisper^ owned that she could not help loving abili- 
ties and spirit^ too^ even in her own sex. Then she 
observed aloud^ that much might be urged on her 
side of the question with regard to pin-money ; far 
not only^ as miss Walsingham justly said^ it might 
tend to make a separate interest between husband 
and wife^ but the wife would probably be kept in 
total ignorance of her husband's affairs ; and thai in 
some cases might be very disadvantageous, as some 
women are more capable^ from their superior under- 
standing, of managing every thing than most men^ 
indeed, than any man she could name. 

Even under favour of this pretty compliment^ 
which was plainly directed by a glance of Mrs. Beau- 
mont's eye^ miss Walsingham would not accept of 
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this painful pre-eminence. She explained and made 
it clear^ that she had not any ambition to rule or 
manage. 

" That I can readily believe/' said Mr. Beau- 
mont ; " for I have observed^ that it is not always 
the women who are the most able to decide who are 
the most ambitious to govern." 

This observation either was not heard or was not 
understood by miss Hunter^ whose whole soul was 
occupied in settling some fold of her drapery: but 
Mr. Beaumont's speech had its full effect on Mrs. 
Beaumont^ who bit her lip^ and looked reproachfully 
at her son^ as if she thought this an infringement of 
his promised truce. A moment afterwards she felt 
the imprudence of her own reproachful look^ and was 
sensible that she would have done better not to have 
fixed the opinion or feeling in her son's mind by no- 
ticing it thus with displeasure. Recovering herself^ 
for she never was disconcerted for more than half a 
minute^ she passed on with easy grace to discuss the 
merits of the heroine of some new novel — an historic 
novel, which gave her opportunity of appealing to 
miss Walsingham on some disputed points of history. 
She dexterously attempted to draw her well-informed 
young friend into a display of literature, which might 
alarm Mr. Beaumont. His education had in some 
respects been shamefully neglected; for his mother 
had calculated that ignorance would ensure depend- 
ence. He had endeavoured to supply, at a late 
period of his education, the defects of its commence- 
ment ; but he was sensible that he had not supplied 
all his deficiencies, and he was apt to feel, with 
painful impatient sensibility, his inferiority, when- 
ever literary subjects were introduced. Miss Wal- 
singham^ however, was so jetfeclV^ ix^fcixwsL^Si!^*^^ 
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alfedatioii and F&nitr of a bel-esprit, that she did 
Oct alann ereii those who were infierior to her in 
knowledge ; their aelf-complaoeiicTy instead of being 
depressed br the oomparison of their attainments 
with hers, was insensiblT raised, by the peroepticHi 
that notwithstanding these, she conh! take pleasure 
in their co nvqsa tion, coold appreciate thdr good 
sense or originality of thought, without recurring to 
the authority of books, or of great names. In fact, 
her mind bad nerer been OTerwhekned by a wasteful 
torrent of learning. That the stream of literature 
had passed over it was apparent only £mn its fer- 
tility. Mrs. Beaumont repented of haying drawn 
her into conversation. Indeed, our hennne had 
trusted too much to some expressions, which had 
at times dropped from her son, about learned ladies, 
and certain amversaziones. She had concluded that 
he would never endure literature in a wife ; but she 
DOW perceived her mistake. She discerned it too 
late ; and at this moment she was doubly vexed, for 
she saw miss Hunter produce herself in most dis- 
advantageous contrast to her rival. In conformity 
to instructions, which Mrs. Beaumont had secretly 
given her, not to show too much sense or learning, 
because gentlemen in general, and in particular Mr. 
Beaumont, disliked it; this young lady now pro- 
fessed absolute ignorance and incapacity upon all 
subjects; and meaning to have an air of pretty, 
childish innocence or timidity, really made herself 
appear quite like n simpleton. At the same time 
a tinge of ineffectual malice and envy appeared 
through her ill-feigned humility. She could give 
no opinion of any book — Oh, she would not give 
any judgment for the whole world! She did not 
think herself qualified to speak^ even if she had read 
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the book, whicli indeed slie had not, for, really, she 
never read — she was not a reading lady* 

As miss Hunter had no portion of Mrs. Beau- 
mont's quick penetration, she did not see the un- 
favourable impression these words made : certain 
that she was following exactly her secret instructions^ 
she was confident of being in the right line ; so on 
she went, whilst Mrs. Beaumont sighed in vain ; and 
miss Walsingham, who now saw and understood her 
whole play, almost smiled at the comic of the scene. 

'' O dear, Mrs. Beaumont," continued miss Hunter^ 
" how can you ever appeal to me about books and 
those sort of things, when you know I know nothing 
about the matter ? For mercy's sake, never do so any 
more, for you know I've no taste for those sort of 
things. And besides, I own, even if I could, I should 
so hate to be thought a blue-stocking — I would not 
have the least bit of blue in my stockings for the 
whole world — I'd rather have any other colour, blacky 
white, red, green, yellow, any other colour. So I 
own I'm not sorry I'm not what they call a genius ; 
for though genius to be sure's a very fascinating sort 
of thing in gentlemen, yet in women it is not so be- 
coming, I think, especially in ladies: it does very 
well on the stage, and for artists, and so on; but 
really, now, in company, I think it's an awkward 
thing, and would make one look so odd ! Now, Mr. 
Beaumont, I must tell you an anecdote " 

'^ Stop, my dear miss Hunter, your ear-ring is 
coming out. Stay ! let me clasp it, love !" exclaimed 
Mrs. Beaumont, determined to stop her in the career 
of nonsense, by giving her sensations, since she could 
not give her ideas, a new turn. 

"Oh, ma'am! ma'am! Oh!, my ear! you are 
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killing me^ dearest Mrs. Beaumont ! pinching me to 
deaths ma'am I" 

*^ Did I pinch^ my dear ? It was the hinge of the 
ear-ring^ I suppose." 

" I don't know what it was ; but here's Uood, I 
declare !" 

" My love, I beg you a thousand pardons. How 
oould I be so awkward ! But why could not you for 
one moment hold your little head still ?" 

Miss Walsingham applied a patch to the wound* 

^^Such a pretty ear as it is/' continued Mrs. Beau- 
mont, " I am sure it was a pity to hurt it." 

'^ You really did hurt it," said Mr. Beaumont, in 
a tone of compassion. 

" O, horridly I" cried miss Hunter — " and I, that 
always faint at the sight of blood !" 

Afraid that the young lady would again spoil her 
part in the acting, and lose all the advantage which 
might result from the combined effect of the pretty 
ear, and of compassion, Mrs. Beaumont endeavoured 
to take off her attention from the wound, by attacking 
her ear-rings. 

" My love," said she, " don't wear these ear-rings 
any more, for I assure you there is no possibility of 
shutting or opening them, without hurting you." 

This expedient, however, nearly proved fatal in its 
consequences. Miss Hunter entered most warmly 
into the defence of her ear-rings; and appealed to 
Mr. Beaumont to confirm her decision, that they 
Viece the prettiest and best ear-rings in the world. 
Unluckily, they did not particularly suit his fancy ; 
and the young lady, who had, but half an hour be- 
fore, professed that she could never be of a different 
opinion in any thing from that of the man she loved. 
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now pettishly declared that she could not and would 
not give up her taste. Incensed still more hj a bow 
of submission^ but not of conviction, from Mr. Beau- 
mont, she went on, regardless of her dearest Mrs. 
Beaumont's frowns, and vehemently maintained her 
judgment, quoting, with triumphant volubility, in- 
numerable precedents of ladies, '^ who had just bought 
the very same ear-rings, and whose taste she believed 
nobody would dispute." 

Mr. Beaumont had seen enough, now and upon 
many other occasions, to be convinced that it is not 
on matters of consequence that ladies are apt to grow 
most angry ; and he stood confirmed in his belief that 
those who in theory professed to have such a humble 
opinion of their own abilities that they cannot do or 
understand any thing useful, are often, in practice^ 
the most prone to insist upon the infallibility of their 
taste and judgment. Mrs. Beaumont, who saw with 
one glance of her quick eye what passed at this mo- 
ment in her son's mind, sighed, and said to herself — 
" How impossible to manage a fool, who ravels, as 
fast as one weaves, the web of her fortune !" 

Yet though Mrs. Beaumont perceived and ac- 
knowledged the impracticability of managing a fool 
for a single hour, it was one of the favourite objects 
of her manoeuvres to obtain this very fool for a daugh- 
ter-in-law, with the hope of governirfg her for life. 
So inconsistent are cunning people, even of the best 
abilities ; so ill do they calculate the value of their 
ultimate objects, however ingeniously they devise 
their means, or adapt them to their ends. 

During this walk Mr. Palmer had taken no part 
in the conversation ; he had seemed engrossed with 
his own thoughts, or occupied with observing the 
beauties of the place. Tired mt\v\v«t -w^Sft. — •i^jst'^^x:?*. 
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Beaumont always complained of being fatigued when 
she was vexed^ thus at once concealing her vexation^ 
and throwing the faults of her mind upon her body- 
she stretched herself upon a sofa as soon as she reached 
the house, nor did she recover from her exhausted, 
state till she cast her eyes upon a tamborine^ which 
she knew would afford means of showing miss Hun- 
tar's figure and graces to advantage. Slight as this 
resource may seem, Mrs. Beaumont well knew that 
slighter still have often produced great effects. Soon 
afterward she observed her son smiled repeatedly as. 
he read a passage in some book that lay upon the 
table, and she had the curiosity to take up the book 
when he turned away. She found that it was Cum-« 
berland's Memoirs^ and saw the following little poem 
marked with reiterated lines of approbation : 

" Why, Affectation, why this mock grimace ? 
Go, silly thing, and hide that simp*ring face. 
Thy lisping prattle, and thy mincing gait, 
All thy false mimic fooleries I hate ; 
For thou art Folly's counterfeit, and she 
Who is right foolish hath the better plea ; 
Nature's true idiot I prefer to thee. 

Why that soft languish ? Why that drawling tone ? 
Art sick, art sleepy ? Get thee hence : begone. 
I laugh at aU thy pretty baby tears, 
Those flutt'rings, faintings, and unreal fears. 

Can they deceive us ? Can such mumm'ries move, 
Touch us with pity, or inspire with love ? 
No, Affectation, vain is all thy art ! 
Those eyes may wander over ev'ry part. 
They'll never find their passage to die heart" 

Mrs. Beaumont^ the moment she had read these 
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lines, perceived why her son had smiled. The portrait 
seemed really to have been drawn from miss Hunter, 
and the lines were so d-propos to the scene which 
had just passed during the walk, that it was im<p 
possible to avoid the application. Mrs. Beaumont 
shut the book hastily, as her dear Albina approached, 
for she was afraid that the young lady would have 
known her own picture. So few people, however, 
even of those much wiser than miss Hunter, know 
themselves, that she need not have been alarmed. 
But she had no longer leisure to devote her thoughts 
to this subject, for Mr. Walsingham, who had been 
out riding, had by this time returned ; and the mo- 
ment he entered the room, Mrs. Beaumont's atten- 
tion was directed to him and to Mr. Palmer. She 
introduced them to each other, with many ex- 
pressions of regret that they should not have sooner 
met. 

Characters that are free from artifice immediately 
coalesce, as metals that are perfectly pure can be 
readily cemented together. Mr. Palmer and Mr. 
Walsingham were intimate in half an hour. There 
was an air of openness and sincerity about Mr. Wal- 
singham ; a freedom and directness in his conversa- 
tion, which delighted Mr. Palmer. 

" I am heartily glad we have met at last, my good 
cousin Walsingham," said he : " very sorry should I 
have been to have left the country without becoming 
acquainted with you : and now I wish your gallant 
captain was arrived. I am to set off the day after 
to-morrow, and I am sadly afraid I shall miss seeing 
him." 

Mr. Walsingham said, that as they expected him 
every hour, he hoped Mr. Palmer would persuade 
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Mrs. Beaumont to spend the day at Walsingham 
House. 

Mrs. Beaumont dared not object. On the con- 
trary, it was now her policy to pretend the fondest 
friendship for aU the Walsingham family : yet, all 
the time, pursuing her plan of preventing Mr. Palmer 
from discerning their real characters and superior 
merit, she managed with great dexterity to keep the 
conversation as much as possible upon general topics, 
and tried to prevent Mr. Palmer from being much 
alone with Mr. Walsingham, for she dreaded their 
growing intimacy. After dinner, however, when the 
ladies retired, the gentlemen drew their chairs dose 
together, and had a great deal of conversation on in- 
teresting subjects. The most interesting was captain 
Walsingham : Mr. Palmer earnestly desired to hear 
the particulars of his history. 

" And from whom," said young Beaumont, turn- 
ing to Mr. Walsingham, '^ can he hear them better 
than from captain Walsingham's guardian and 
friend ?" 



CHAPTER X. 

^' Yet never seaman more serenely brave 

Led Britain^s conquering squadrons o^er the wave.'* 

" Friends are not always the best biographers,** 
said Mr. Walsingham ; ^* but I will try to be im- 
partial. My ward's first desire to be a sailor was 
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excited^ as lie lias often since told me^ by reading 
Robinson Crusoe. When he was scarcely thirteen 
he went out in the Resolute^ a frigate^ under the 
command of captain Campbell. Campbell was an 
excellent officer^ and very strict in all that related 
to order and discipline. It was his principle and 
his practice never to forgive a first offence; by 
which the number of second faults was considerably 
diminished. My ward was not much pleased at first 
with his captain; but he was afterwards convinced 
that this strictness was what made a man of him. 
He was buffeted about^ and shown the rough of life ; 
made to work hard^ and submit to authority. To 
reason he was always ready to yield ; and by degrees 
he learned that his first duty as a sailor was implicit 
obedience. In due time he was made a lieutenant : 
in this situation^ his mixed duties of command and 
obedience were difficulty because his first-lieutenant, 
the captain's son^ was jealous of him. 

'^ Walsingham found it a more difficult task to win 
the confidence of the son than it had been to earn the 
friendship of the father. His punctuality in obeying 
orders^ and his respectful manner to the lieutenant^ 
availed but little ; for young Campbell still viewed 
him with scornful yet with jealous eyes^ imagining 
that he only wanted to show himself the better 
officer. 

*^ Of the falsehood of these suspicions Walsingham 
had at last an opportunity of giving unquestionable 
proof. It happened one day^ that lieutenant Camp- 
bellj impatient at seeing a sailor doing some work 
awkwardly on the outside of the vessel, snatched the 
rope from his hand, and swore he would do it himself. 
In his hurry, Campbell missed his footing, and fell 
overboard; — he could not swim. W^m^'sss^'^'sia^ 
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the presence of mind to order the ship to be put about, 
and plunged instantly into the water to save his rival. 
With much exertion he reached Campbell, supported 
him till the boat was lowered down, and got him safe 
aboard again." 

'^ Just like himself!" cried young Beaumont; "all 
he ever wanted was opportunity to show his soul." 

*' The first-lieutenant's jealousy was now changed 
into gratitude/' continued Mr. Walsingham ; ^^ and 
from this time forward, instead of suffering frcnn that 
petty rivalship by which he used to be obstructed^ 
Walsingham enjoyed the entire confidence of young 
Campbell. This good understanding between him 
and his brother oficer not only made their every day 
lives pleasant, but in times of difficulty secured suc- 
cess. For three years that they lived together after 
this period, and during which time they were ordered 
to every quarter of the globe, they never had the 
slightest dispute, either in the busiest or the idlest 
times. At length, in some engagement with a Dutch 
ship, the particulars of which I forget, lieutenant 
Campbell was mortally wounded: his last words 
were — ' Walsingham, comfort my father.* That was 
no easy task. Stern as captain Campbell seemed, 
the loss of his son was irreparable. He never shed a 
tear when he was told it was all over, but said; 
* God's will be done ;' and turning into his cabin, de- 
sired to be left alone. Half an hour afterwards he 
sent for Walsingham, who found him quite calm: 
^ We must see and do our duty together to the last,* 
said he. 

'' He exerted himself strenuously, and to all out- 
ward appearance was, as the sailors said, the same 
man as ever ; but Walsingham, who knew him bet- 
ter, saw that his heart was broken, and that he wished 
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fbr nothing but an honourable death. One morning 
as he was on deck looking through his glass^ he called 
to Walsingham, ^Your eyes are better than mine,' 
said he ; ' look here and tell me, do you see yonder 
sail — she's French? La Magnanime frigate, if I'm 
not mistaken/ * Yes,* said Walsingham, ' I know 
her by the patch in her mainsail.' — ' We'll give her 
something to do,' said Campbell, though she's so 
much our superior. Please God, before this sun's 
over our heads, you shall have her in* tow, Wal- 
singham.' — ^ We shall, I trust,' said Walsingham. — 
' Perhaps not we, for I own I wish to fall,' said 
Campbell. ' You are first-lieutenant now ; I can't 
leave my men under better command, and I hope the 
Admiralty will give you the ship, if you give it to 
his Majesty.' — Then turning to the sailors, captaiii 
Campbell addressed them with a countenance un- 
usually cheerful; and, after a few words of en- 
couragement, gave orders to clear decks for action'. 
* Walsingham, you'll see to every thing whilst I step 
down to write.' He wrote, as it was afterwards 
found, two letters, both concerning Walsingham's 
interests. The frigate with which they had to en- 
gage was indeed far superior to them in force ; but 
Campbell trusted to the good order and steadiness as 
"well as to the courage of ISis men. The action was 
long and obstinate. Twice the English attempted 
to board the enemy, and twice were repulsed. The 
third time, just as captain Campbell had seized hold 
of the French colours, which hung in rags over the 
side of the enemy's ship, he received a wound in his 
breast, fell back into Walsingham's arms, and almost 
instantly expired. The event of this day was dif- 
ferent from what Campbell had expected, for Le 
ASii'cces, pf fifty gups, appeared iji si^Vt •, wA, ^H\5st ^ 

VOL. VIII. Q. 
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desperate engagement with her, in which Wakings 
ham was severely wounded^ and every other offioar on 
board killed or wounded, Walsingham saw that no^ 
thing was left but. to make a wanton sacrifice of the 
remainder of his crew^ or to strike. 

'' After a contest of six hours^ he struck to Xr 
Succes. Perfect silence on his deck ; a load and in* 
suiting shout from the enemy ! 

" No sooner had Walsingham struck^ than La 
Force, the captain of Le Succes, hailed him, and or* 
dered him to come in his own boat, and to deliver his 
sword. Walsingham replied, that ' his sword, so de« 
manded, shoidd never be delivered but with his life*/ 
The Frenchman did not think proper to persist ; but 
soon after sent his lieutenant on board the Residute, 
where the men were found at their quarters with 
lighted matches in their hands, ready to be as good 
as their word. La Force, the captain of Le Succet, 
was a sailor of fortune, who had risen by chance, not 
merit." 

"Ay, ay," interrupted Mr. Palmer, "so I thought; 
and there was no great merit, or glory either, in a 
French fifty gun taking an £nglish frigate, after 
standing a six hours' contest with another ship. 
Well, my dear sir, what became ^f poor Walsing* 
ham? How did this rascally Frenchman treat his 
prisoners ?" 

^^ Scandalously!" cried Beaumont; '^ and yet 
Walsingham is so generous that he will never let me 
damn the nation, for what he says was only the fJEtult 
of an individual, who disgraced it." 

^^ Well, let me hear and judge for myself," said 
Mr. Palmer. 

* Life of Admiral Roddam, Monthly Magazine. 
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'' La Force carried the Resolute in triumph into 
a French port," continued Mr. Walsingham. ^* Vain 
of displaying his prisoners^ he marched them up the 
country^ under pretence that they would not be safe 
in a sea-port. Cambray was the town in which they 
were confined. Walsingham found the officiers of 
the garrison very civil to him at first ; but when they 
saw that he was not fond of high play^ and that he 
declined beingof their parties at billiards and vingt-un, 
they grew tired of him ; for without these resources^ 
they declared they should perish with ennui in a 
country town. £veu under the penalty of losing 
all society, Walsingham resisted every temptation to 
game, and submitted to live with the strictest eco« 
nomy rather than to run in debt." 

*' But did you never send him any money ? Or 
did not he get your remittances ?" said Mr. Palmer% 

'^ My dear sir, by some delays of letters, we did 
not hear for two months where he was imprisoned." 

'' And he was reduced to the greatest distress/* 
pursued Beaumont ; '^ for he had shared all he had, 
to .the utmost farthii^g, with his poor fellow-pri- 
soners." 

'' Like a true British sailor !" said Mr. Palmer. 
'' Well, sir, I hope he contrived to make his escape ?" 

'^ No, for he would not break his parole," said 
Beaumont. 

'' His parole ! I did not know he was on his parole," 
said Mr. Palmer. '^ Then certainly he could not 
break it." 

'' He had two tempting opportunities, I can assure 
you," said Beaumont ; " one offered by the com- 
mandant's lady, who was not insensible to his merit ; 
the other, by the gratitude of some poor servant. 
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whom he had obliged — Mr. Walsingham can tell you 
all the particulars." 

" No^ I need not detail the circumstances ; it is 
enough to tell you^ sir^ that he withstood the tempta- 
tions^ would not break his parole, and remained four 
months a prisoner in Cambray. Like the officers of 
the garrison, he should have drunk or gamed^ or else 
lie must have died of vexation, he says, if he had not 
fortunately had a taste for reading, and luckily pro- 
cured books from a good old priest's library. At the 
end of four months, the garrison of Cambray was 
changed ; and instead of a set of dissipated officers, 
there came a well-conducted r^ment, under the 
command of M. de Villars, an elderly officer of sense 
and discretion." 

^' An excellent man !" cried Beaumont : '^ I love 
him with all my soul, though I never saw him. But 
I beg your pardon for interrupting you, Mr. Walsing- 
ham." 

" A prattling hairdresser at Cambray first pre- 
possessed M. de Villars in Walsingham's favour, by 
relating a number of anecdotes intended to throw 
abuse and ridicule upon the English captain, to con- 
vict him of misanthropy and economy; of having 
liad his hair dressed but twice since he came to Cam- 
bray ; of never having frequeiited the society of ma- 
dame la Marquise de Marsilkc, the late commandant's 
lady, for more than a fortnight after his arrival ; of 
ha^ang actually been detected in working with his 
own hands with smiths' and carpenters' tools. Upon 
the strength of the hairdresser's information, M. de 
Villars paid the English captain a visit ; was pleased 
by his conversation, and by all that he observed of 
his conduct and character. 
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'^ As M. de Villars was going down stairs after 
having spent an evening with Walsingham, a boy of 
twelve years old, the son of the master of the lodging- 
house, equipped in a military uniform, stood across 
the landing-place, as if determined to stop him. 
^ Mon petit militaire,' said the commandant, ' do 
-you mean to dispute my passage ?' * No, mon general,' 
said the boy, ' I know my duty too well. But I 
post myself here to demand an audience, for I have 
a secret of importance to communicate.' M. dc Vil- 
lars, smiling at the boy's air of consequence, yet 
pleased with the steady earnestness of his manner, 
took him by the hand into an antechamber, and said 
that he was ready to listen to whatever he had to 
impart. The boy then told him that he had acci- 
dentally overheard a proposal, which had been made 
to facilitate the English captain's escape, and that 
the captain refused to comply with it, because it was 
not honourable to break his parole. The boy, who 
had been struck by the circumstance, and who, be- 
sides, was grateful to Walsingham for some little in- 
stances of kindness, spoke with much enthusiasm in 
his favour; and, as M. de Villars afterwards re- 
peated, finished his speech by exclaiming, ' I would 
give every thing 1 have in the world, except my 
sword and my honour, to procure this English cap- 
tain his liberty.' 

'^ M. de Villars was pleased with the boy's man- 
ner, and with the fact which he related; so much 
so, that he promised, that if Walsingham's liberty 
could be obtained, he would procure it. ' And you, 
my good little friend, shall>. if I succeed,' added he, 
' have the pleasure of being the first tatell him the 
good news.' 

" Some days afterwards, the boy b\3ix%\. \oXa^^- 
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singham's room^ exdaimingy ^ Liberty ! liberty ! you 
are at liberty !' — He danced and capered with audi 
wild joy^ that it was some time before Walsingham 
could obtain any explanation^ or could prerail on him 
to let him look at a letter which he held in his hand, 
flourishing it about in triumph. At last, he showed 
that it was an order ^m M. de Villars, £or the re- 
lease of captain Walsingham, and of all the Knglish 
prisoners, belonging to the Resolute, for whom ex- 
changes had been effected. No fietvour could be granted 
in a manner more honourable to all the parties ooi^ 
cemed. Walsingham arrived in England withont 
any further difficulties." 

" Thank God !" said Mr. Palmer. *' Well, now 
he has touched English ground again, I have some 
hopes for him. What next ?" 

<^ The first thing he did, of course, was to annoonoe 
his return to the Admiralty. A court-martial was 
held at Portsmouth; and, fortunately for him, was 
composed of officers of the highest distinction, so that 
the first men in his profession became thcnroughly 
acquainted with the circumstances of his conduct. 
The enthusiasm with which his men bore testimony 
in his fEivour was gratifying to his feelings, and the 
minutes of the evidence were most honourable to him. 
The court pronounced, that lieutenant Walsingham 
had done all that could be effected by the most gallant 
and judicious officer in the defence of His Majesty's 
ship Resolute. The ministry who had employed cap- 
tain Campbell were no longer in place, and one of 
the Lords of the Admiralty at this time happened 
to have had some personal quarrel with him. A few 
days after the trial, Walsingham was at a public 
dinner, at which Campbell's character became the 
-sabject of conversation. Walsingham was warned. 
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in a whisper^ that the first Lord of the Admiralty's 
private secretary was present, and was advised to be 
prudent : but Walsingham's prudence was not of that 
sort which can coolly. hear a worthy man's memory 
damned with faint praise; his prudence was not of that 
sort which can tamely sit by and see a friend's re- 
putation in danger. With all the warmth and elo- 
quence of friendship, he spoke in captain Campbell's 
defence, and paid a just and energetic tribute of 
praise to his memory. He spoke, and not a word 
more was said against Campbell. The politicians 
looked down upon their plates; and there was a 
pause of that sort, which sometimes in a company of 
interested men of the world results from surprise at 
the imprudent honesty of a good-natured novice. 
Walsingham, as the company soon afterwards broke 
up, heard one gentleman say of him to another, as 
they went away — * There's a fellow now, who has 
ruined himself without knowing it, and all for a 
dead man.' It was not without knowing it. Wal- 
singham was well aware what he hazarded ; but he 
was then, and ever, ready to sacrifice his own in- 
terests in the defence of truth and of a friend. For 
two long years afterwards, Walsingham was, in the 
technical and elegant phrase, left on the shelf, and 
the door of promotion was shut against him" 

'^ Yes ; and there he might have remained till 
now," said Beaumont, " if it had not been for that 
good Mr. Graspar, a clerk in one of their offices : a 
man, who, though used to live among courtiers and 
people hackneyed in the political ways of the world, 
was a plain, warm-hearted friend, a man of an up- 
right character, who prized integrity and generosity 
the more because he met with them so seldom. But 
I beg your pardo9^ Mr. Walsinghani) ^^n^ ^^svx >g^ ^so^ 
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and tell Mr. Palmer how and why Oaspar served oar 
friend ?" 

" One day^ Walsingham had occasion to go to 
Mr. Caspar's office to search for some papers relative 
to certain charts^ which he had drawn, and intended 
4;o present to the Admiralty. In talking of the sound- 
.ings of some bay he had taken whilst out with cap- 
tain Campbell^ he mentioned him^ as he always did^ 
with terms of affection and respect. Mr. Caspar 
immediately asked^ ^ Are you^ sir^ that lieutenant 
Walsingham^ of the Resolute^ who at a public dinner 
about two years ago made such a disinterested de- 
fence of your captain ? If it is in my power to serve 
you, depend upon it I will. Leave your charts with 
me ; I think I may have an opportunity of turning 
them to your advantage^ and that of the service.' 
Caspar, who was thoroughly in earnest^ took a happy 
moment to produce Walsingham's charts before the 
Admiralty, just at a time when they were wanted. 
-The Admiralty were glad to employ an officer who 
had some local information^ and they sent him out 
in the Dreadnought, a thirty-six gun frigate^ with 
captain Jemmison^ to the West Inddes." 

" And what sort of a man was his new captain ?*' 
said Mr. Palmer. 

^' As unlike his old one as possible^" said Beau- 
mont. 

" Yes," continued Mr. Walsingham^ ^^ in every 
point, except courage^ captain Jemmison was as com- 
plete a contrast as could be imagined to captain Camp- 
bell. Whatever else he might be, Jemmison was 
certainly a man of undaunted courage." 

" That's of course, if he was a captain in the 
British navy," said Mr. Palmer. . 

From his appearance^ howevei, you would never 
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have taken him for a gallant sailor/' said Mr. Wal- 
singham : '^ abhorring the rough, brutal, swearing, 
grog-drinking, tobacco-chewing race of sea-officers, 
the Bens and the Mirvans of former times, captain 
Jemmison, resolving, I suppose, to avoid their faults, 
went into the contrary extreme of refinement and 
effeminacy. A superlative coxcomb, and an epicure 
more from fashion than taste, he gloried in descant- 
ing, with technical precision, on the merits of dishes 
and of cooks. His table, even on shipboard, was to 
be equalled in elegance only by his toilet." 

" The puppy !" exclaimed Mr. Palmer. ^' And 
how could captain Walsingham go on with such a 
coxcomb }" 

Very ill, you may be sure," said !tfeaumont; 

for Walsingham, 1*11 answer for it, never could 
conceal or control his feelings of contempt or indigna* 
tion." 

'^ Yet, as captain Jemmison's lieutenant, he always 
behaved with perfect propriety," said Mr. Walsing- 
ham, '^ and bore with his foppery and impertinence 
with the patience becoming a subordinate officer to 
his superior. Jemmison could not endure a lieutenant 
whose character and manners were a continual con-p 
trast and reproach to his own, and he disliked him 
the more because he could never provoke him to any 
disrespect. Jemmison often replied even to Walsing- 
ham's silent contempt; as a French pamphleteer 
once published a book, entitled RSponse au Silence 
de M, de In Motte. On some points, where duty 
and principle were concerned, Walsingham, however, 
could not be silent. There was a lad of the name of 
Birch on board the Dreadnought, whom Walsingham 
had taken under his immediate care, and whom he 
was endeavouring to train up in evet^ ^g»A\i!^»5w 
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Jemmison^ to torment Walsingfaam^ made it his pl< 
sure to counteract him in these oideavours^ and con- 
tinually did all he could to spoil Biich by focdish in- 
dulgence. Walsingham's indignation was upoii these 
occasions vehement^ and his captain and he came 
to frequent quarrels. Young Birdi, who had sense 
enough to know which was his true firiend, <me day 
threw himself on his knees to beseech his lieutenant 
not to hazard to much on his account, and solemnly 
swore that he would never be guilty of the slighteeA 
excess or n^iligence during the remainder of the 
▼oyage. The young man was steady to his promise, 
and by his resolution and temper p^vented Wahdng* 
ham and his captain from coming to a serious rup- 
tore. when they arrived at their place of destiiia- 
tion, Jamaica, captain Jemmiscm went on shinre to 
(divert himself, and spend his time in great dissi** 
pation at Spanish Town, eating, dressing, dancing, 
gallanting, and glorying in its being observed by all 
the ladies, that he had nothing of a sea-captain about 
him. The other officers, encouraged by his precept 
and example, left the ship; but Walsingham staid 
oo board, and had severe duty to perform, fw he 
could not allow the crew to go on sh(Hre, because they 
got into riots with the townspeople. Soon after their 
arrival, and even during the course of their voyage^ 
he had observed among the sailcnrs something like a 
disposition to mutiny, encouraged probably by the 
negligence and apparent effeminacy of their captain. 
Though they knew him to be a man of intrepidity^ 
yet they ridiculed and despised his coxcombry, and 
ids relaxation of discipline gave them hopes of succeed- 
ing in their mutinous schemes. Walsingham strongly 
and repeatedly represented to captain J^nmison the 
danger, and remonstrated with him and the other 
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officers upon the imprudence of leaving the ship at 
this juncture. But Jemmison^ in a prettily rounded 
period^ protested he saw no penumbra of danger, and 
that till he was called upon bj Mars, he owned he 
preferred the charms of Venus. 

" This was vastly elegant; but, nevertheless, it 
happened one night, when the captain, after having 
eaten an admirable supper, was paying his court to a 
Creole lady of Spanish Town, new^ was brought him, 
that the crew of the Dreadnought had mutinied, and 
that lieutenant Walsingham was killed. One half of 
the report was true, and the other nearly so. At 
midnight, after having been exhausted during the 
preceding week by his vigilance, Walsingham had 
just thrown himself into his cot, when he was roused 
by Birch at his cabin-door, crying ^ A mutiny ! a 
mutiny on deck!' — Walsingham seized his drawn 
cutlass, and ran up the ladder, determined to cut 
down the ringleader ; but just as he reached the top, 
the sailors shut down the hatchway, which struck 
his head with such violence, • that he fell, stunned, 
and, to all appearance, dead. Birch contrived in 
the midst of the bustle, before he was himself seized 
by the mutineers, to convey, by signals to shore, news 
of what had happened. But captain Jemmison could 
now be of no use. Before he cpuld take any mea- 
sures to prevent them, the mutineers weighed anchor, 
and the Dreadnought, under a brisk breeze, was out 
of the bay ; all the other vessels in the harbour taking 
it for granted that her captain was on board, and that 
she was sailing under ordars. In the mean time, 
whilst Walsingham was senseless, the sailors stowed 
him into his cabin, and set a guard over him. The 
ringleader, Jefferies, a revengeful villain, who bore 
malice against him for some 3iii&t ^\oi\^DXQ.<SDX)^*q9^iB^K^ 



236 TALES OF FASHIONABLE LIFE. 

to murder him^ but the rest would not consent. Some 
would not dip their hands in blood ; others pleaded 
for him^ and said that he was never cruel. One man 
urged^ that the lieutenant had been kind to him when 
he was sick. Another suggested^ that it would be 
well to keep him alive to manage the ship for them^ 
in case of difficulties. Conscious of their ignorance, 
they acceded to this advice ; Jefferies' proposal to 
murder him ^vas overruled: and it was agreed to 
keep Walsingham close prisoner^ till they should 
need his assistance. He had his timekeeper and log- 
book locked up with him, which were totally forgotten 
by these miscreants. Never seaman prayed more 
fervently for fair weather than Walsingham now did 
.for a storm. At last, one night he heard (and he 
says it was one of the pleasantest sounds he ever 
heard in his life) the wind rising. Soon it blew a 
storm. He heard one of the sailors say — ' A stiff 
gale. Jack !* and another — ' An ugly night !' Pre- 
sently, great noise on deck, and the pumps at work. 
Every moment he now expected a deputation from 
the mutineers. The first person he saw was the 
carpenter, who came in to knock in the dead lights 
in the cabin windows. The man was surly, and 
would giye no answer to any questions; but Wal- 
singham knew by the hurry of his work, that the 
fellow thought there was no time to be lost. Twice, 
before he could finish what he was about, messages 
came from captain Jefferies^ to order him to some- 
thing else. Then a violent crash above from the fell 
of a mast : and then he heard one cry — ^ I'll be cursed 
if I should care, if we did but know whereabouts we 
are.' Then all was in such uproar, that no voices 
could be distinguished. At last his cabin-door un- 
locked, and many voices called upon him at once to 
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comc upon deck that instaiit and save the ship. 
Walsingham absolutely refused to do any thing for 
them till they returned to their duty, delivered up to 
him their arms, and their ringleader, Jefferies. At 
this answer they stood aghast. Some tried entreaties, 
some threats : all in vain. Walsingham -xjoolly said^' 
he would go to the bottom along with the ship rather 
than say a word to save them, till they submitted. 
The storm blew stronger — ^the danger every moment 
increasing. One of the mutineers came with a drawn 
cutlass, another levelled a blunderbuss at Walsing- 
ham, swearing to despatch him that instant, if he 
would not tell them where thev were, ' Murder me, 
and you will be hanged. Persist in your mutiny, 
you'll be drowned,' said Walsingham. ' You'll never 
make me swerve from my duty, and you know it — 
you have my answer.' The enraged sailors seized 
him in their arms, and carried him by force upon 
deck, where the sight of the danger, and the cries 
of ' Throw him overboard ! — over with him !' only 
seemed to fortify his resolution. Not a word, not 
a sign could they get from him. The rudder was 
now unshipped! At this the sailors' fury turned 
suddenly upon Jefferies, who between terror and 
ignorance was utterly incapacitated. They seized, 
bound, gave him up to Walsingham, returned to their 
duty; and then, and not till then, Walsingham re- 
sumed his command. Walsingham's voice, once more 
heard, inspired confidence, and with the hopes re- 
vived the exertions of the sailors. I am not seaman 
enough to tell you how the ship was saved ; but that 
it was saved, and saved by Walsingham, is certain. I 
remember only, that he made the ship manageable by 
some contrivance, which he substituted in the place 
of the rudder,- that had been unshipped. The «*fi?t\». 
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abating^ he made for the first port^ to repair the ship's 
damages^ intending to return to Jamaica^ to deHver 
her up to her captain ; but from a vessel they spoke 
at sea^ he learned that Jemmison was gone to Eng- 
land in a merchant-man. To England then Wal- 
dngham prepared to follow." 

" And with this rebel crew !" cried Beaumont ; 
" think, Mr. Palmer, what a situation he was in, 
knowing, as he did, that every rascal of them would 
sooner go to the devil than go home, where they 
knew they must be tried for their mutiny." 

" Well ! sir, well !" sdd Mr. Palmer. '' Did they 
run away with the ship a second time ! Or how did 
he manage ?" 

^^ He called them all one morning together on 
deck; and pointing to the place where the gun- 
powder was kept, he said — ' I have means of blow- 
ing up the ship. If ever you attempt to mutiny 
again, the first finger you lay upon me, I blow her 
up instantly.' They had found him to be a man of 
resolution. They kept to their duty. Not a sym- 
ptom of disobedience during the rest of the voyage. 
In their passage they fell in with an enemy's ship, 
far superior to them in force. ^ There, my lads !' 
said Walsingham, ^ if you have a mind to earn your 
pardons^ there's your best chance. Take her home 
with you to your captain and your king.' A loud 
cheer was their answer. They fought like devils to 
redeem themselves. Walsingham — ^but without stop- 
ping to make his panegyric, I need only tell you, that 
Walsingham's conduct and intrepidity were this time 
crowned with success. He took the enemy's ship, 
and carried it in triumph into Portsmouth. Jemmi- 
son was on the platform when they came in; and 
what a mortifying sight it was to him, and what 
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a proud hour to Walsingham^ you may imagine t 
Having delivered the Dreadnought and her prize 
over to his captain^ the next thing to be thought of 
Was the trial of the mutineers. All except Jeiferie* 
obtained a pardon^ in consideration of their return to 
duty, and their subsequent services. Jeiferies was 
banged at the yard-arm. The trial of the mutineers 
brought on, as Jemmison foresaw it must, many an- 
imadversions on his own conduct. Powerful con- 
nexions, and his friends in place, silenced, as much 
as possible, the public voice. Jemmison gave excellent 
dinners, and endeavoured to drown the whole affair 
in his choice Champagne and London particular Ma^ 
deira ; so his health, and success to the British navy, 
was drunk in bumper toasts." 

^^ Ay, ay, they think to do every thing now in 
England by dinners, and bumper toasts^ and thre^ 
times three," said Mr. Palmer. 

^^ But it did not do in this instance," said Beau- 
mont, in a tone of exultation : ^^ it did not do." 

^' No," continued Mr. Walsingham ; ^^ though 
Jemmison's dinners went down vastly well with 9 
party, they did not satisfy the public. The opposi^ 
tion papers grew clamorous, and the business was 
taken up so strongly, and it raised such a cry against 
the ministry, that they were obliged to bring Jemmi-< 
son to a court-martial." 

" The puppy ! I'm glad of it, with all my souL 
And how did he look then ?" said Mr. Palmer. 

^^ Vastly like a gentleman ; that was all that even 
his friends could say for him. The person he was 
most afraid of on the trial was Walsingham. In 
this apprehension he was confirmed by certain of his 
friends, who had attempted to sound Walsingham as 
to the nature of the evidence he intended to s&^^^ 
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They all reported^ that they eoold draw nothing out 
of him, and that he was an impracticable fellow ; for 
his constant answer was, that his evidence should be 
giren in court, and nowhere else." 

" Eren to his most intimate friends/' interrupted 
Jklr. Beaumont ; '^ even to me, who was in the house 
with him all the time the trial was going on, he did 
not tell what his evidence would be." 

" When the day of trial came," pursued Mr. 
Waldingham 

" Don't forget admiral Dashleigh," said Mr. Beau- 
mont. 

*' No ; who can forget him that knoll's him ?" 
said Walsingham : *' a warm, generous friend, open- 
hearted as he is brave — ^he came to captain Waking- 
ham the day before the court-martial was to sit. ' I 
know, Walsingham, you don't like my cousin Jemmi- 
son (said he), nor do I much, for he is a puppy, and 
I never could like a puppy, related to me or not ; be 
that as it may, you'll do him justice, I'm sure; for 
though lie is a puppy, he is a brave fellow — and here, 
for party purposes, they have raised a cry of his being 
a coward, and want to shoot him pour encourager les 
a litres. What you say will damn or save him ; and 
I have too good an opinion of you to think that any 
old grudge, though you might have cause for it, 
would stand in his way.' Walsingham answered as 
usual, that his opiniou and his evidence would be 
known on the day of trial. Dashleigh went away 
very ill-satisfied, and persuaded that Walsingham 
harboured revenge against his relation. At last, 
when he was called upon in court, Walsingham's 
conduct was both just and generous ; for though his 
answers spoke the exact truth, yet he brought for- 
ward nothing to the disadvantage of Jcmmison, but 
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wliat his examiners drew out; and in his captain's 
favour^ on the contrary^ he spoke so strongly of his 
intrepidity^ and of the gallant actions which in former 
instances he had performed in the serviGe> as quite to 
efface the recollection of his foppery and epicurism ; 
and^ as much as possible^ to excuse his negligence. 
Walsingham's evidence absolutely confuted the un- 
just charge or suspicion of cowardice that had been 
raised against Jemmison; and made such an im- 
pression in his favour^ that Jemmison^ instead of 
being dismissed the service^ or even having his ship 
taken from higi^ as was expected^ got off with a ne- 
primand/' 

" Which I am sure he well deserved," said Mr. 
Palmer. 

'^ But certainly Walsingham was right not to let 
him be run down by a popular cry, especially as he 
had used him ill/' said Mr. Beaumont. 

^^ Well, well !— I don't care about the puppy," cried 
Mr. Palmer ; " only go on." 

'' No sooner was the trial over, and the sentence 
of the court made known, than admiral Dashleigh, 
full of joy, admiration, and gratitude, pushed his 
way towards Walsingham, and stretching out his 
hand, exclaimed — ^ Shake hands, Walsingham, and 
forgive me, or I can't forgive myself. I suspected you 
yesterday morning of bearing malice against that cox- 
comb, who deserved to be laughed at, but not to be 

shot. By G , Walsingham, you're an honest 

fellow, I find.' ^ And have you but just found that 
out, admiral ?' said Walsingham, with a proud smile. 
^ Harkee, my lad,' said Dashleigh, calling after him, 
' remember I'm your friend at all events — Take it as 
you will, I'll make you mine yet, before I've done 
with you.' Walsingham knew, thai ^X. ^Cd^ •cassst. 

VOL. VIJI. ^ 
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admiral Dashleigli*s friends were in power^ and that 
Dashleigh himself had great influence with the Ad- 
miralty; and he probably treated the admiral thus 
haughtily^ to show that he had no interested views 
or hopes. Dashleigh understood this; for he now 
comprehended Walsingham's character perfectly. 
Immediately after the trials Walsingham was made 
commander^ in consequence of his having saved the 
Dreadnought^ and his having taken TAmbuscade. 
With this appointment Dashleigh had nothing to 
do. But he never ceased exerting himself^ employ- 
ing all the interest of his high connexions, and all 
the personal influence of his great abilities^ to have 
Walsingham made post^ and to get him a ship. 
He succeeded at last : but he never gave the least 
hint that it was done by his interest; for^ he said, 
he knew that Walsingham had such nice notions, 
and was such a proud principled fellow, that he 
would not enjoy his promotion, if he thought he 
owed it to any thing upon earth but his own merit. 
So a handsome letter was written by the secretary of 
the Admiralty to captain Walsingham, by their lord- 
ships' desire, informing him, ^ that in consideration 
of his services and merit, his majesty had been pleased 
to make him post-captain, and to appoint him to the 
command of TAmbuscade (the prize he took), which 
would be sent out on the first occasion.' The secretary 
^ begged leave to add expressions of his private sa- 
tisfaction on an appointment so likely to be ad- 
vantageous to the public,* &c. In short, it was all 
done so properly and so plausibly, that even Wal- 
singham never suspected any secret influence, nor did 
he find out the part Dashleigh had taken in the busi- 
ness till several months afterwards, when a discreet 
friend mentioned it by accident." 
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" I was that discreet friend/' said Mr. Beaumont. 

'^ Well, all this is very good, but there's no lov« 
in this story," said Mr. Palmer. " I hope your hero 
is not too proud to fall in love ?" 

^' Too proud ! — We are told, you know, that the 
greatest hero, in the intervals of war, resigned 

' To tender passions all his mighty mind.' '* 

" Tender passions ! — Captain Walsingham is in 
love, then, hey ?" said Mr. Palmer. " And may I 
ask — Bless me ! I shall be very sorry if it is with 
any body but — May I ask to whom he is attached ?" 

" That is a question that I am not quite at liberty 
perhaps to answer," said Mr. Walsingham. ^* During 
the interval between his return in the Dreadnought 
and his being appointed to I'Ambuscade, an interval 
of about eighteen months, which he spent in the 
country here with me, he had time to become 
thoroughly acquainted with a very amiable young 
lady " 

" A very amiable young lady ! and in this neigh- 
bourhood?" interrupted Mr. Palmer; '^ it must be 
the very person I mean, the very person I wish-" 

" Do not ask me any more," said Mr. Walsing*- 
ham, ^' for my friend never declared his attachment, 
and I have no right to declare it for him. He was 
not, at the time I speak of, in circumstances to 
marry ; therefore he honourably concealed, or rather 
suppressed, his passion, resolving not to attempt to 
engage the young lady s affections till he should have 
made a fortune sufficient to support her in her own. 
rank in life." 

" Well, now, that's all done, thank Heaven t** 
cried Palmer : '' be has fortune eaou^ t^>n > ^'^ ^^^^ 
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cu Up kim out, jim Iriw, Thm is cMcdlent, 
csedlcnt ! — Cmam, it it aot time iv as to gD to tiie 
Uinr Tm impatient to teQdiii to Mis. BcMUMBt." 

«* Star, my good Mr. ¥t}mttr tnd Mr. WaUig- 
kam. ^ Whit aieTOBgoii^ todo?" 

" Let me alone. Let me alone— 111 onlj tell iHist 
I guess— depend upon it, I gnem ri^t— ^and it may 
do a great deal of good to tell it to Mrs. Beanmonty 
and it will give her a great deal of pleamre — ^tnist 
me^tmst me." 

'* I do trust jKMi — but perhaps joa maj be mis- 
taken." 

" Not at all. not at all., depend upon it ; so let me 
go to her this minute.** 

'* But stop, my dear sir.* cried Mr. Beanmont» 
" stop for another reason ; let me b^ yon to sit dawn 
again — I am not dear that captain Walsingham is 
not at this instant in lore with, perhapa, as it is 
reported, married to a Spanish lady, whom he has 
carried off out of a convent at ****•*, and whom I 
understand he is bringing home with him.** 

'' Heyday ! a Spanish lady !" said Mr. Pftlmer, 
returning slowly to his seat with a £dlen conntenanee. 
" How's this? — By St. George., this is unlnckj ! 
But how's thisy I say ?"* 

" You did not let us finish our story,** said Mr. 
BeaunHmt, '* or we should hare told tou.** 

" Let me hear the end of it now," said Mr. IHJ- 
mer, sitting down again, and preparing himself with 
several pindies of snuJf. But just at this instant a 
servant came to say that coffee was ready. 

<< I will never stir from this ^pot for coliee or 
any thing else," said Mr. Palmer, '* till I know tke 
kist.>ry of tke Spanisk lady.** 

Tkcn the shortest and best way I hanre of tdliag 



€f 



MANCEUVRING. 245 

it to you is^ to b^ you to read this letter^ which con- 
tains all I know of the matter/' said Mr. Beaumont. 
^^ This letter is from young Birch to his parents ; we 
have never heard a syllable directly from Walsingham 
himself on this subject. Since he reached Lisbon^ 
we have had no letters from him^ except that short 
epistle which brought us an account of his taking 
tiie treasure-ship. But we shall see him aosm, and 
know the truth of this story; and hear whether he 
prefers his Spanish or his English mistress." 

^^ 'Fore George ! I wish this Spanish woman had 
staid in her convent," said Mr. Palmer; " I don't 
like runaway ladies. But let us see what this letter 
says for her." 

The letter is the same that Mr. Beaumont read 
some time ago, therefore it need not here be inserted. 
Before Mr. Palmer had finished perusing it, a second 
message came to say that the ladies waited tea, and 
that Mrs. Beaumont wished not to be late going 
home, as there was no moon. Mr. Palmer, never- 
theless, finished the letter before he stirred; and 
then, with a heavy sigh, he rose and said, '^ I now 
wish, more than ever, that our captain would rcome 
home this night, before I go, and dear up this busi- 
ness. I don't like this Spanish plot, this double in- 
trigue. Ah, dear me ! — I shall be obliged to sail-^I 
shall be in Jamaica before the fifth act." 

" How expectation loads the wings of time !" ex- 
claimed Mrs. Beaumont, as the geademen entered 
the drawing-room. ^^ Here we have been all day 
expecting our dear captain Walsingham, and the 
time has seemed so long! — The only time I ever 
found long in this house." 

*' I should like to know," said Mr. Walsingham, 
after a bow of due acknowkdi|^eQX \a ^^f^x^'^SRiiK^^ 
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mont for her compliment^ ^^ I should like to know 
whether time appears to pass most slowly to those 
that hope, or those that fear." 

Mrs. Beaumont handed coffee to Mr. Palmer, 
without attempting to answer this question. 

" To those that hope, I should think," said Mr. 
Palmer ; '^ for hope long deferred maketh the heart 
sick ; and time, I can answer for it, passes most 
slowly to those who are sick." 



^^ ' Slow as the year^a dull circle seems to run. 
When the brisk minor pants for twenty-one, 



» »» 



said Mr. Walsingham, smiling, as he looked at young 
Beaumont. '^ But I think it is the mixture of fear 
with hope that makes time appear to pass slowly." 

*^ And is hope ever free from that mixture.^" said 
miss Walsingham. " Does not hope without fear be- 
come certainty, and fear without hope despair } Can 
hope ever be perfectly free from some mixture of fear?" 

^' O ! dear me, yes, to be sure," said miss Hunter, 
for hope's the most opposite thing that ever was to 
fear ; as different as black and white ; for, surely, 
every body knows that hope is just the contrary to 
fear ; and when one says / hope, one does not ever 
mean / fear — surely, you know, Mrs. Beaumont }" 

" I am the worst metaphysician in the world," said 
Mrs. Beaumont ; '^ I have not head enough to ana- 
lyse my heart." 

" Nor I neither," said miss Hunter : " Heigho !" 
(very audibly.) 

" Hark !" cried Mr. Beaumont, '' I think I hear 
a horse galloping ? It is he ! it is Walsingham !" 

Out ran Beaumont, full speed, to meet his friend; 
whilst, with more sober joy, Mr. Walsingham waited 
on the steps^ where all the company assembled, Mr* 
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Palmer foremost^ with a face full of benevolent plea- 
sure : Mrs. Beaumont congratulating every body, 
but nobody listening to her; luckily for her, all 
were too heartily occupied with their own feelings 
to see how ill her countenance suited her words. 
The sound of the galloping of the horse ceased for 
a minute — then recommenced ; but before it could 
be settled whether it was coming nearer or going 
farther away, Mr. Beaumont returned with a note 
in his hand. 

" Not Walsingham — only Birch — confound him !*' 
said Mr. Beaumont, out of breath. '' Confound him, 
what a race I took, and how disappointed I was when 
I saw Birch's face ; and yet it is no fault of his, poor 
lad !" 

^^ But why did not he come up to the house? 
Why did not you let us see him ?" said Mr. Wal- 
singham. 

" I could not keep him, he was in such a hurry to 
go home to his father and mother, he would only stop 
to give this note." 

From Walsingham } Read, quick." 



(( 



'^ Fljmouth, 5 o^clock, A. M. just landed. 

*' Dear friends, I cannot have the pleasure of 
seeing you, as I had hoped to do, this day — I am 
obliged to go to London instantly on business that 
must not be delayed — Cannot tell when I can be 
with you — ^hope in a few days — Well and happy, 
and ever yours, 

H. Walsingham." 

All stood silent with looks of disappointment, 
except Mrs. Beaumont, who reiterated, '' What a 
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pity! What a sad pity! What a diMppoilitmeiit ! 
What a terrible disappointment V 

" Business V said Mr. Beaumont : " Cone his 
business ! he should think of his friends first.^' 

'' Most likely his business is for his fnends^" said 
miss Walsingham. 

'^ That's rights my dear little defender of the ab- 
sent/' said Mr. Walsingham. 

'' Business !" repeated Mr. Palmer. ** Ham I I 
like business better than pleasure — I will be patient^ 
if it is really business that keeps him away from 



us." 



^^ Depend upon it/' said miss Walsingham^ ** no- 
thing but business can keep him away from us ; his 
pleasure is always at home." 

'^ I am thinking/' said Mr. Palmer^ drawing Mr. 
Walsingham aside, '' I am thinking whether he has 
really brought this Spanish lady home with hina^ 
and what will become of ho^ — o£ him^ I mean. I 
wish I was not going to Jamaica !" 

^^ Then^ my dear sir^ where is the necessity c^ your 
going?" 

'^ My health — ^my health — the physicians say I 
cannot live in England." 

Mr. Walsingham^ who had but littk faith in phy- 
sicians^ laughed^ and exclaimed^ '^ But> my dear sir, 
when you see so many m^i alive in England at this 
instant^ why should you believe in the impossibility 
of your living even in this pestiferous country ?" 

Mr. Palmer half smiled, felt for his snuff-box^ and 
then replied, ^^ I am sure I should like to live in 
England, if my health would let me; but," con- 
tinued he> his face growing longer, and taking the 
hypochondriac cast as he pronounoed the word, " bui^ 
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Mr. Walsingham^ you don't consider that my health 

is really — really " 

'' Really very good^ I see/' interrupted Mr. Wal- 
singham^ '^ and I am heartily glad to see it." 

'^ Sir ! sir ! you do not see it^ I assure you. I 
have a great opinion of your judgment^ but as you 
are not a physician " 

/^ And because I have not taken out my diploma^ 
you think I can neither see nor understand/' inter- 
rupted Mr. Walsingham. ^^ But, nevertheless, give 
me leave to feel your pulse." 

'^ Do you really understand a pulse ?" said Mr. 
Palmer, baring his wrist, and sighing. 

'' As good a puke as ever man had," pronounced 
Mr. Walsingham. 

" You don't say so? why the phyncians tell 
me 

^* Never mind what they tell you — ^if they told 
you the truth, they'd tell you they want fees." 

Mrs. Beaumont, quite startled by the tremendous 
loud voice in which Mr. Walsingham primounced 
the word tnith, rose, and rang the bell for her car- 
riage. 

'' Mr. Palmer," said she, ^^ I am afraid we must 
run away, for I dread the night air for invalids." 

" My good madam, I am at your orders," an- 
swered Mr. Palmer, buttoning himself up to the 
chin. 

'^ Mrs. Beaumont, surely you don't think this gen- 
tleman an invalid V* said Mr. Walsingham. 

" I only wish he would not think himself sudi," 
replied Mrs. Beaumont. 

'' Ah ! my dear friends," said Mr. Palmer, '* I 
really am, I certainly am a sadr-sad " 
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" Hypochondriac/* said Mr. Walsingham. " Par- 
don me — you are indeed, and every body is afraid to 
tell you 80 but myself." 

Mrs. Beaumont anxiously looked out of the win- 

m 

dow to see if her carriage was come to the door. 

'^ Hypochondriac ! not in the least, my dear sir/' 
said Mr. Palmer. " If you were to hear what Dr. 

and Dr. say of my case, and your own 

Dr. Wheeler here, who has a great reputation too-— 
shall I tell you what he says?" 

In a low voice, ISfr. Palmer, holding Mr. Walsing- 
ham by the button, proceeded to recapitulate some 
of Dr. Wheeler's prognostics ; and at every pause, 
Mr. Walsingham turned impatiently, so as almost to 
twist off the detaining button, repeating, in the words 
of the king of Prussia to his physician, <^ C'est un 
dne I Cest un dne ! Cest un dne f" — " Pshaw ! I 
don't understand French," cried Mr. Palmer, angrily. 
His warmth obliged him to think of unbuttoning his 
coat, which operation (after stretching his neckcloth 
to remove an uneasy feeling in his throat) he was 
commencing, when Mrs. Beaumont graciously stopped 
his hand. 

^' The carriage is at the door, my dear sir : — ^in- 
stead of unbuttoning your coat, had not you better 
put this cambric handkerchief round your throat be- 
fore we go into the cold air ?" 

Mr. Palmer put it on, as if in defiance of Mr. 
Walsingham, and followed Mrs. Beaumont, who led 
him off in triumph Before he reached the carriage- 
door, however, his anger had spent its harmless 
force ; and, stopping to shake hands with him, Mr. 
Palmer said, " My good Mr. Walsingham, I am 
obliged to you. I am sure you wish me well, and 
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I thank you for speaking so freely ; I love honest 
friends — but as to my being hypochondriac^ believe 
me, you are mistaken !** 

" And as to Dr. Wheeler/' said Mrs. Beaumont, 
as she drew up the glass of the carriage, and as they 
drove from the door, ^' Dr. Wheeler certainly does 
not deserve to be called un dne, for he is a man of 
whose medical judgment I have the highest opinion. 
Though I am sure I am very candid to acknowledge 
it in the present case, when his opinion is so much 
against my wishes, and all our wishes, and must, I 
fear, deprive us so soon of the company of our dear 
Mr. Palmer." 

" Why, yes, I must go, I must go to Jamaica," 
said Mr. Palmer, in a more determined tone than 
he had yet spoken on the subject. 

Mrs. Beaumont silently rejoiced ; and as her son im- 
prudently went on arguing in favour of his own wishes^ 
she leaned back in the carriage, and gave herself up to a 
pleasing reverie, in which she anticipated the successful 
completion of all her schemes. Relieved from the ap- 
prehension that captain Walsingham's arrival might ' 
disconcert her projects, she was now still further 
reassured by Mr. Palmer's resolution to sail imrne-* 
diately. One day more, and she was safe. Let Mr. 
Palmer but sail without seeing captain Walsingham, 
and this was all Mrs. Beaumont asked of fortune ; 
the rest her own genius would obtain. She was so 
absorbed in thought, that she did not know she was 
come home, till the carriage stopped at her door. 
Sometimes, indeed, her reverie had been interrupted 
by Mr. Palmer's praises of the Walsinghams, and 
by a conversation which she heard going ou about 
captain Walsingham's life and adventures : but cap- 
tain Walsingham was safe iu LqgAssixs ^sv\ ^^^tSs^ 
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he was at that distance^ she could bear to hear liis 
eulogium. Having lamented that she had been de- 
prived of her dear Amelia all this day^ and having 
arranged her plan of operations for the morrow, Mrs. 
Beaumont retired to rest. And even in dreams her 
genius invented fresh expedients, wrote notes of 
apology, or made speeches of circumvention. 



CHAPTER XI. 



'^ And now, as of^ in some distempered state, 
On one nice trick depends the gen'ral &te/* 

Pope. 

That old politician, the cardinal of Lorraine, used 
to say, that '' A lie believed but for one hour doth 
many times, in a nation, produce effects of seven years' 
continuance." At this rate, what wonderful effects 
might our heroine have produced, had she practised 
in public life, instead of confining her genius to 
fiunily politics ! The game seemed now in her own 
hands. The day, the important day, on which idl 
her accounts with her son were to be settled ; the day 
when Mr. Palmer's will was to be signed, the last day 
he was to stay in England, arrived. Mr. Beaumont's 
birthday, his coming of age, was of course hailed with 
every possible demonstration of joy. The village 
bells rang, the tenants were invited to a dinner and 
a dance, and an ox was to be roasted whole ; and the 
preparations for rejoicing were heard all over tte 
house. Mr. Palmer's benevolent heart was ever ready 
to take a share in the pleasures of his fellow-creatures^ 
especially in the festivities of the lower daaaes. He 
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appeared this morning in high good-humour. Mrs. 
Beaumont^ with a smile on her lips^ yet with a Ixtyw 
of care^ was considering how she could make plea- 
sure subservient to interest^ and how she could get 
business done in the midst of the amusements of the 
day. Most auspiciously did her day of business b^pn 
by Mr. Palmer's declaring to her that his will was 
actually made; that with the exception of certain 
legacies^ he had left his whole fortune to her during 
her life^ with remainder to her son and daughter. 
'* By this arrangement," continued he, '' I trust I 
shall ultimately serve my good ^ends the Walsing- 
hams, as I wish : for though I have not seen as much 
of that family as I should have been glad to have 
done, yet the little I have seen convinces me that they 
are worthy people." 

'' The most worthy people upon earth. You know 
I have the greatest regard for them," said Mrs. Beaur- 
mont. 

'* I am really soriy," pursued }At. Palmer, •' that 
I have not been able to make acquaintance with 
captain Walsingham. Mr. Walsingham told me his 
whole history yesterday, and it has prepossessed me 
much in his favour." 

" He is, indeed, a charming, noble-hearted young 
hero," said Mrs. Beaumont ; " and I regret, as mudi 
as you do, that you cannot see him before you leave 
England." 

" However," continued Mr. Palmer, '^ as I was 
saying, the Walsinghams will, I trust, be the better 
sooner or later by me; for I think I foresee that 
captain Walsingham, if a certain Spanish lady were 
out of the question, would propose for Amelia, and 
would persuade her to give up this foolish fancy of 
hers for that baronet." 
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Mrs. Beaumont shook her head^ as if she belieyed 
this could not possibly be done. 

" Well, well, if it can't be, it can't. The girl's 
inclination must not be controlled. I don't wonder, 
however, that you are vexed at missing such a husr 
band for her as young Walsingham. But, my good 
madam, we must make the best of it — ^let the girl 
marry her baronet. I have left a legacy of some 
thousands to captain Walsingham, as a token of my 
esteem for his character; and I am sure, my dear 
Mrs. Beaumont, his interests are in good hands, 
when I leave them in yours. In the mean time, 
I wish you, as the representative of my late good 
friend, colonel Beaumont, to enjoy all I have during 
your life." 

Mrs. Beaumont poured forth such a profusion of 
kind and grateful expressions, that Mr. Palmer was 
quite disconcerted. " No more of this, my dear 
madam, no more of this. But there was something 
I was going to say, that has gone out of my head. 
O, it was, that the Walsinghams will, I think, stand 
a good chance of being the better for me in another 
way." 

" How ?" 

'^ Why you have seen so much more of them than 
I have — <lon't you, my dear madam, see, that miss 
Walsingham has made a conquest of your son? I 
thought I was remarkably slow at seeing these things, 
and yet I saw it." 

'' Miss Walsingham is a prodigious favourite of 
mine. But you know Edward is so young, and men 
don't like, nowadays, to marry young," said Mrs. 
Beaumont. 

'' Well, let them manage their affairs their own 
way," said Mr. Palmer ; " all I wish upon earth is 
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to see them happy, or rather to hear of their happi- 
ness, for I shall not see it, you know, in Jamaica." 

'^ Alas V* said Mrs. Beaumont, in a most affec- 
tionate tone, and with a sigh that seemed to come 
from her heart ; '^ alas ! that is such a melancholy 
thought." 

Mr. Palmer ended the conversation by inquiring 
whom he had best ask to witness his will. Mrs. 
Beaumont proposed captain Lightbody and Dr. 
Wheeler. The doctor was luckily in the house, for 
he had been sent for this morning, to see her poor 
Amelia, who had caught cold yesterday, and had a 
slight feverish complaint. 

This was perfectly true. The anxiety that 
Amelia had suffered of late-^the fear of being forced 
or ensnared to marry a man she disliked — apprehen- 
sions about the Spanish incognita, and at last the 
certainty that captain Walsingham would not arrive 
before Mr. Palmer should have left England, and 
that consequently the hopes she had formed from this 
benevolent friend's interference, were vain — all these 
things had overpowered Amelia; she had passed a 
feverish night, and was really ill. Mrs. Beaumont, 
at any other time, would have been much alarmed ; 
for, duplicity out of the question, she was a fond 
mother: but she now was well contented that her 
daughter should have a day's confinement to her room, 
for the sake of keeping her safe out of the way. So 
leaving poor Amelia to her feverish thoughts, we 
proceed with the business of the day. 

Dr. Wheeler and Mr. Lightbody witnessed the 
will; it was executed, and a copy of it deposited 
with Mrs. Beaumont. This was one great point 
gained. The next object was her jointure. She had 
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employed her convenient tame man *, captain Light- 
body, humbly to suggest to her son^ that some increase 
oi jointure would be proper ; and she was now in 
anxiety to know how these hints, and others which 
had been made by more remote means, would operate. 
As she was waiting to see Mr. Lightbody in her 
dressing-room, to hear .the result of his suggestions, 
the door opened. 

" Well, Lightbody ! come in — what success ?'* 

She stopped short, for it was not captain Light- 
body, it was her son. Without taking any notice of 
what she said, he advanced towards her, and presented 
a deed. 

" You will do me the favour, mother, to accept of 
this addition to your jointure," said he. '^ It was 
always my intention to do this^^ the moment it should 
be in my power ; and I had flattered myself that you 
would not have thought it necessary to suggest to me 
what I knew I ought to do, or to hint to me your 
wishes by any intermediate person." 

Colouring deeply, for it hurt her conscience to be 
found out, Mrs. Beaumont was upon the point of dis- 
avowing her emissary, but she recollected that the 
words which she had used when her son was coming 
into the room might have betrayed her. On the other 
hand, it was not certain that he had heard them. She 
hesitated. From the shsime of a disavowal, which 
would have answered no purpose but to sink* her 
lower in her son's opinion, she was, however^ saved 
by his abrupt sincerity. 

* This reminds us of an expression of Charles the Second.. 
'^ It is very strange, that every one of my Mends keeps a tame 
knave, ''* 

Note hy the Editor, 
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" Don't say any thing more about it, dear mother," 
cried he, ^' but pardon me the pain I have given you 
at a time when indeed I wished only to give pleasure. 
Promise me, that in future you will let me know 
your vdshes directly, and from your own lips." 

^^ Undoubtedly — depend upon it, my dearest son. 
I am quite overpowered. The fact was, that I could 
not, however really and urgently necessary it was to 
me, bring myself to mention with my own lips what, 
as a direct request from me, I knew you could not 
and would not refuse, however inconvenient it might 
be to you to comply. On this account, and on this 
account only, I wished you not to know my wants 
from myself, but from an intermediate friend." 

" Friend !" — Mr. Beaumont could not help re- 
peating with an emphasis of disdain. 

'^ Friend, I only said by courtesy ; but I wished 
you to know my wants from an intermediate person, 
that you might not feel yourself in any way bound, 
or called upon, and that the refusal might be implied 
and tacit, as it were, so that it could lead to no un- 
pleasant feelings between us." 

^^ Ah I my dear mother," said Mr. Beaumont, " I 
have not your knowledge of the world, or of human 
nature ; but from all I have heard, seen, and felt, I 
am convinced that more unpleasant feelings are 
created in families, by these false delicacies, and 
managements, and hints, and go-between friends by 
courtesy, than ever would have been caused by the 
parties speaking directly to one another, and telling 
the plain truth about their thoughts and wishes. 
Forgive me if I speak too plainly at this moment ; as 
we are to live together, I hope, many years, it may 
spare us many an unhappy hour." 

Mrs. Beaumont wiped her e^e%. 'tt.ei ^rtcv Hss^ocb^. 
VOL. yjii. ^ 
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it difficult to go on^ and yet^ upon his own principles, 
it was right to proceed. 

'' Amelia, ma'am ! I find she is ill this morning." 

« Yes— poor child 1" 

'^ I hope, mother " 

" Since," interrupted, Mrs. Beaumont, *' my dear 
son wishes always to hear from me the plain and 
direct truth, I must tell him, that, as the guardian of 
his sister, I think myself accountable to no one for 
my conduct with respect to her ; and that I should 
look upon any interference as an unkind and unjus- 
tifiable doubt of my afiTection for my daughter. Rest 
satisfied with this assurance, that her happiness is, 
in all I do, my first object : and, as I have told h^ 
a thousand times, no force shall be put on her in* 
clinations." 

'* I have no more to say, no more to ask," said 
Mr. Beaumont. '' This is a distinct, positive de^ 
claration, in which I will confide, and, in future, not 
sufifer appearances to alarm me. A mother would not 
keep the word of promise to the ear, and break it to 
the hope." 

Mrs. Beaumont, feeling herself change countenanooj 
made an attempt to blow her nose, and succeeded in 
hiding her face with her handkerchief. 

" With respect to myself," continued Mr. Beau<- 
^mont, '^ I should also say, lest you should be in any 
doubt concerning my sentiments, that though I have 
complied with your request to delay for a few 
weeks — r-" 

^^ That you need not repeat, my dear," interrupted 
Mrs. Beaumont. ^^ I understand all that perfectly." . 

^^ Then at the end of this month I shall — and^ I 
hope, with your entire approbation^ propose for miss 
Walsingham." 
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'' Time enough/' said Mrs. Beaumont^ smiling, 
and tapping her son playfully on the shoulder, '^ time 
enough to talk of that when the end of the month 
comes. How often have I seen young men like you- 
change their minds, and fall in and out of love in the 
course of one short month ! At any rate," continued 
Mrs. Beaumont, " let us pass to the order of the day ; 
for we have time enough to settle other matters ; but 
the order of the day — a tiresome one, I confess — ^is to 
settle accounts." 

" I am ready " 

" So am I." 

^^ Then let us go with the accounts to Mr. Palmer, 
who is also ready, I am sure." 

'^ But, before we go," said Mrs. Beaumont, whis- 
pering, " let us settle what is to be said about the 
debts — 1/our debts, you know — the 5000/. you know. 
I fancy you'll agree with me, that the less is said 
about this the better ; and that, in sh(H*t, the best 
will be to say nothing." 

" Why so, madam ? Surely you don't think I 
mean to conceal my debts from our friend Mr. Pal- 
mer, at the very moment when I profess to tell him 
all my affairs, and to settle accounts with him and 
you, as my guardians \" 

'' With him ? But he has never acted, you know, 
as one of the guardians ; therefore you are not called 
upon to settle accounts with him." 

" Then why, ma'am, did you urge him to come 
down from London, to be present at the settlement 
of these accounts ?" 

" As a compliment, and because I wish him to be 
present, as your Other's friend ; but it is by no means 
essential that he should know every detail." 
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^' I will do whichever you please, ma'am ; I will 
either settle accounts with or without him/' 

'^ Oh ! with him, that is> in his presence, to be 
sure." 

" Then he must know the whole." 

** Why so? Your having contracted such debts 
will alter his opinion of your prudence and of mine, 
and may, perhaps, essentially alter — alter " 

'* His will ? Be it so ; that is the worst that can 
happen. As far as I am concerned, I would rather a 
thousand times it were so, than deceive him into a 
better opinion of me than I deserve." 

^^ Nobly said ! so like yourself, and like every thing 
I could wish : but, forgive me, if I did for you, wlu^ 
indeed I would not wish you to do for yourself. I 
have already told Mr. Palmer that you had no em- 
barrassments ; therefore, you cannot, and I am sure 
would notj unsay what I have said." 

Mr. Beaumont stood fixed in astonishment. 

" But why, mother, did not you tell him the 
whole ?" 

'^ My dear love, delicacy prevented me. He cfiTered 
to relieve you from any embarrassments, if you had 
any ; but I, having too much delicacy and pride to 
let my son put himself under pecuniary obligations, 
hastily answered, that you had no debts; for there 
was no other reply to be. made, without offending poor 
Palmer, and hurting his generous feelings, which I 
would not do for the universe : and I considered too> 
that as all Palmer's fortune will come to us in the 

end " 

" Well, ma'am," interrupted Mr. Beaumont, im- 
patient of all these glosses and excuses, '* the plain 
state of the case is, that I cannot contradict what my 
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mother has said ; therefore I will not settle accounts 
at all with Mr. Palmer." 

'^ And what excuse can I make to him^ after 
sending for him express from London V 

" That I must leave to you, mother.' 

" And what reason can I give for thus withdraw- 
ing our family-confidence from such an old friend, 
and at the very moment when he is doing so much 
for us all ?" 

'' That I must leave to you, mother. I withdraw 
no confidence. I have pretended none — I will break 



none/' 



'' Good Heavens ! was not all I did and said for 
your interest ?" 

^^ Nothing can be for my interest that is not for 
my honour, and for yours, mother. But let us never 
go over the business more. Now to the order of the 
day." 

" My dear, dear son !" said Mrs. Beaumont, ^* don't 
Speak so roughly, so cruelly to me." 

Suddenly softened, by seeing the tears standing in 
his mother's eyes, he besought her pardon for the 
bluntness of his manner, and expressed his entire 
belief in her affection and zeal for his interests ; but, 
on the main point, that he would not deceive Mr. 
Palmer, or directly or indirectly assert a falsehood, • 
Mr. Beaumont was immoveable. In the midst of her 
entreaties, a message came from Mr. Palmer, to say 
that he was waiting for the accounts, which Mrs. 
Beaumont wished to settle. " Well," said she, much 
perplexed, " well, come down to him — come, for it 
is impossible for me to find any excuse after sending 
for him from London; he would think there was 
something worse than there really is. Stay — I'll ^o 
down first, and sound him ; and VJ \\. ^wix. ^^ V>5^^ 
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out the accounts, do you come when I ring the bell ; 
then all I have for it is to run my chance. Perhaps 
he may never recollect what passed about your debts, 
for the dear good old soul has not the best memory in 
the world ; and if he should obstinately remember, 
why, after all, it is only a bit of false dcdicacy, and a 
white lie for a friend and a son, and we can colour it." 
Down went Mrs. Beaumont to sound Mr. Palmer ; 
but though much might be expected from her address, 
yet she found it unequal to the task of convincing this 
gentleman's plain good sense that it would fettigae 
him to see those accounts, which he came so many 
miles on purpose to settle. Perceiving him b^in to 
waken to the suspicion that she had some interest in 
suppressing the accounts, and hearing him, in an 
altered tone, ask, '* Madam, is there any mystery 
in these accounts, that I must not see them?" she 
instantly rang the bell, and answered, " O, none; 
none in the world ; only we thought — ^that is, I feared 
it might fatigue you too much, my dear friend, just 
the day before your journey, and I was unwilling to 
lose so many hours of your good company ; but sino6 
you are so very kind— here's my son and the 
papers/* 
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CHAPTER XII. 

*' A face untaught to feign ; a judging eye, 
That darts severe upon a rising lie, 
And strikes a blush through frontless flattery, 



«♦ 



To the settlement of accounts they sat down in due 
form; and it so happened, that though this dear 
good old soul had not the best memory in the world, 
yet he had an obstinate recollection of every word 
Mrs. Beaumont had said about her son's having no 
debts or embarrassments. And great and unmanage- 
able was his astonishment, when the truth came to 
light. " It is not/' said he, turning to Mr. Beau- 
mont, '^ that I am astonished at your having debts ; 
I am sorry for that, to be sure ; but young men are 
often a little extravagant or so, and I dare say — 
particularly as you are so candid, and make no ex- 
cuses about it — I dare say you will be more prudent 
in future, and give up the race-horses, as you promise. 
But — why did not madam Beaumont tell me the 
truth ? Why make a mystery, when I wanted nothing 
but to serve my friends ? It was not using me well — 
it was not using yourself well. Madam, madam, I 
am vexed to the heart, and would not for a thousand 
pounds — ay, fool as I am, not for ten thousand pounds, 
this had happened to me from my good friend the 
colonel's widow — a man that would as soon have cut 
his hand off. Oh, madam ! madam Beaumont ! you 
have struck me a hard blow at my time of life. Anv 
thing but this I could have borne ; but to have one's 
confidence and old friendships shaken at my time of 
life i" 
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Mrs. Beaumont was, in her turn, in unfeigned 
astonishment ; for Mr. Palmer took the matter more 
seriously, and seemed more hurt by this discovery of 
a trifling deviation from truth, than she had foreseen, 
or than she could have conceived to be possible, in a 
case where neither his interest nor any one of his 
passions was concerned. It was in vain that she pal- 
liated and explained, and talked of delicacy, and gene- 
rosity, and pride, and maternal feelings, and the feelings 
of a friend, and all manner of fine and double-refined 
sentiments; still Mr. Palmer's sturdy plain sense 
could not be made to comprehend that a falsehood is 
not a falsehood, or that deceiving a friend is using 
him well. Her son suffered for her, as his coun- 
tenance <and his painful and abashed silence plainly 
showed. 

*' And does not even my son say any thing for me ? 
Is this friendly ?" said she, unable to* enter into his 
feelings, and tjiinking that the part of a friend was 
to make apologies, right or wrong — ^Mr. Palmer 
shook hands with Mr. Beaumont, and, without ut- 
tering a syllable, they understood one another per- 
fectly. Mr. Beaumont left the room; and Mrs. 
Beaumont burst into tears. Mr. Palmer, with great 
good-nature, tried to assuage that shame and com- 
punction which he imagined that she felt. He ob- 
served, that, to be sure, she must feel mortified and 
vexed with herself, but that he was persuaded nothing 
but some mistaken notion of delicacy could have led 
her to do what her principles must condemn. Im- 
mediately she said all that she saw would please Mr. 
Palmer ; and, following the lead of his mind, she at 
last confirmed him in the opinion, that this was an 
accidental not an habitual deviation from truths 
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His confidence in her was broken, but not utterly 
destroyed. 

'^ As to the debt/' resumed INIr. Palmer, ^' do not 
let that give you a moment's concern ; I will put that 
out of the question in a few minutes. My share in 
the cargo of the Anne, which I see is just safely ar- 
rived m the Downs, will more than pay this debt. 
Your son shall enter upon his estate unencumbered. 
No, no — don't thank me ; I won't cheat you of your 
thanks ; il is your son must thank me for this. I do 
it on his account. I like the young man. There is 
an ingenuousness, an honourable frankness about him^ 
that I love. Instead of his bond for the money, I 
shall ask his promise never to have any thing more to 
do with race-horses or Newmarket ; and his promise 
I shall think as good as if it were his bond. Now I 
am not throwing money away; I'm not doing an 
idle ostentatious thing, but one that may, and I hope 
will, be essentially useful. For, look you here, my 
good — look here, Mrs. Beaumont : a youth who finds 
himself encumbered with debt on coming to his estate 
is apt to think of freeing himself by marrying a for- 
tune instead of a woman; now instead of freeing a 
man, this fetters him for life : and what sort of a 
friend must that be, who, if he could prevent it, 
would let this be done for a few thousand pounds ? 
So I'll go before I take another pinch of snuff, and 
draw him an order upon the cargo of the Anne, lest 
I should forget it in the hurry of packing and taking 
leave, and all those uncomfortable things." 

He left madam Beaumont to her feelings, or her 
reflections ; and, in a few minutes, with an order for 
five thousand pounds in his hand, went over the 
house in search of his young ^end. Mr- Beaumo&t 
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came out of his sister's room on bearing himself 
called. 

" Here," said Mr. Pahner, " is a little business for 
you to do. Read this order over ; see that it is rights 
and endorse it — mind — and. never let me hear one 
word more about it— only by way of acknowledgment 
— ask your mother what you are to give me. But 
don't read it till you are out of my sight — Is Amelia 
up? Can I see her?" 

" Yes ; up and in her dressing-room. Do, dear 
sir, go in and see her, for my mother says she is too 
feverish to leave her room to-day; but I am sure 
that it will make her ten times worse to be pre- 
vented from seeing you the last day you are with us." 

" Does the little gipsy then care so much for me ? 
— ^that's fair ; for I am her friend, and will prove it 
to her, by giving up my own fancies to hers : so trust 
me with her, tete-tL-teley young gentleman ; go off, if 
you please, and do your own business." 

Mr. Palmer knocked at Amelia's door, and fancy- 
ing he heard an answer of admittance, went in. 

*' O Mr. Palmer, my good Mr. Palmer, is it you ?" 

'^ Yes ; but you seem not above half to know whe- 
ther you are glad or sorry to see your good Mr. 
Palmer ; for while you hold out your hand, you turn 
away your face from me. — Dear, dear ! what a burn- 
ing hand, and how the pulse goes and flutters! 
What does Dr. Wheeler say to this ? I am a bit of a 
physician myself — ^let me look at you. What's this ? 
eyes as red as ferret's — ^begging your eyes* pardon, 
young lady — What's this about ? Come," said he, 
drawing a chair and sitting down close beside her, 
'' no mysteries — no mysteries — I hate mysteries ; be- 
sides, we have not time for them. Consider, I go 
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to-morrow, and have all my shirts to pack up : ay, 
smile, lady, as your father used to do ; and open your 
whole heart to me, as he always did. Consider me as 
an old friend." 

'^ I do consider you as a sincere, excellent friend," 

said Amelia ; '' but " Amelia knew that she 

could not explain herself without disobeying, and 
perhaps betraying, her mother. 

" No huts" said Mr. Palmer, taking hold of her 
hand. '' Come, my little Amelia, before you have 
put that ring on and off your pretty finger fifty times 
more, tell me whom you would wish to put a ring on 
this finger for life ?" 

^' Ah ! that is the thing I cannot tell you !" said 
Amelia. " Were I alone concerned, I would tell 
you every thing; but — ask me no more, I cannot tell 
you the whole truth." 

^' Then there's something wrong somewhere or 
other. Whenever people tell me they cannot speak 
the truth, I always say, then there's something wrong. 
Give me leave, Amelia, to ask ■" 

^^ Don't question me," said Amelia : '' talk to my 
mother. I don't know how I ought to answer you." 

'^ Not know h&vo ! 'Fore George ! this is strange ! 
A strange house, where one can't get at the simplest 
truth without a world of diflSiculty — mother and . 
daughter all alike ; not one of 'em but the son can, 
for the soul of 'em, give a plain answer to a plain 
question. Not know how ! as if it was a science to 
tell the truth. Not know how ! — as if a person could 
not talk to me, honest old Richard Palmer, without 
knowing how I as if it was how to baffle a lawyer on 
a cross-examination — Not know how to answer one's 
own friend ! Ah, this is not the way your father and 
I used to go on^ miss Beaumont. '^^)Xia»|>^BR^V 
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cry now, or that will finish oversetting the little tem- 
per I have left, for I can't bear to see a woman cry, 
especially a young woman like you; it breaks my 
heart, old as it is, and fool that I am, that ought to 
know your sex better by this time than to let a few 
tears drown my common sense. Well, young lady, 
be that as it may, since you won't tell me your mind, 
I must tell you your mind, for I happen to know it — 
Yes, I do — your mother bid me spare your delicacy, 
and I would, but that I have not time ; besides, I 
don't understand, nor see what good is got, but a 
great deal of mischief, by these cursed new-fashioned 
delicacies : wherefore, in plain English, I tell you, 
I don't like sir John Hunter, and I do like captain 
Walsingham ; and I did wish you married to captain 
Walsingham — you need not start so, for I say did — I 
don't wish it now ; for since your heart is set upon 
sir John Hunter, God forbid I should want to give 
captain Walsingham a wife without a heart. So I 
have only to add, that, notwithstanding my own 
fancy or judgment, I have done my best to persuade 
your mother to let you have the man, or the baronet, 
of your choice. I will go, farther : I'll make it a point 
with her, and bring you both together; for there's 
no other way, I see, of understanding you ; and get a 
promise of her consent ; and then I hope I shall leave 
you all satisfied, and without any mysteries. And, 
in the mean time," added Mr. Palmer, taking out of 
his coat pocket a morocco leather case, and throwing 
it down on the table before Amelia, "every body 
should be made happy their own way: there are 
some diamonds for lady Hunter, and God bless you." 
" Oh, sir, stay !" cried Amelia, rising eagerly, 
'^ dear, good Mr. Palmer, keep your diamonds, and 
leave me your esteem and love." 
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" That I can't, unless you speak openly to me. It 
is out of nature. Don't kneel — don't. God bless 
you! young lady, you have my pity; for indeed/* 
turning and looking at her, " you seem very miser- 
able, and look very sincere." 

^' If my mother was here ! — I must see my mother," 
exclaimed Amelia. 

" Where's the difficulty } Til go for her this in- 
stant," said Mr. Palmer, who was not a man to let a 
romance trail on to six volumes for want of going six 
yards ; or for want of somebody's coming into a room 
at the right minute for explanation ; or from some of 
those trivial causes by which adepts contrive to delude 
us at the very moment of expectation. Whilst Mr. 
Palmer was going for Mrs. Beaumont, Amelia waited 
in terrible anxiety. The door was open ; and as she 
looked into the gallery which led to her room, she 
saw Mr. Palmer and her mother as they came along, 
talking together. Knowing every symptom of sup- 
pressed passion in her mother's countenance, she was 
quite terrified, by indications which passed unnoticed 
by Mr. Palmer. As her mother approached, Amelia 
hid her face in her hands for a moment ; but gaining 
courage from the consciousness of integrity, and from 
a determination to act openly, she looked up ; and, 
rising with dignity, said, in a gentle but firm voice — 
" INIother, I hope you will not think that there is any 
impropriety in my speaking to our friend, Mr. Palmer, 
with the same openness with which I have always 
spoken to you }" 

'* My dear child," interrupted Mrs. Beaumont, 
embracing Amelia with a sudden change of manner 
and countenance, " my sweet child, I have tried you 
to the utmost ; forgive me ; all your trials twwi ^^t^ 
over, and you must allow me t\ie "^%asv»^ Qfl\jJKxa% 
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our excellent friend Mr. Palmer, what I know will 
delight him almost as much as it delights me— 4hat 
the choice of Amelia's heart, Mr. Palmer, is worthy 
oi her, just what we all wished." 

" Captain Walsingham ?" exclaimed Mr. Palmer, 
with joyful astonishment. 

'* Sit down, my love," said Mrs. Beaumont, seating 
Amelia, who from the surprise at this sudden change 
in her mother, and from the confusion of feelings 
which overwhelmed her at this moment, was near 
fisdnting : ^^ we are too much for her ; I have been 
too abrupt," continued Mrs. Beaumont. '^ Open the 
window, will you, my good sir? and," whispering, 
^ let us not say any more to her at present; you see 
It won't do." 

*^ I am well, quite well again, now," said Amelia, 
exerting herself. " Don't leave, don't forsake me, 
Mr. Palmer ; pray, don't go^" holding out her hand 
to Mr. Palmer. 

'^ JMy dear Amelia," said Mrs. Beaumont, ^' don't 
talk, don't exert yourself; pray lie still on the sofa." 

" Her colour is come back ; she looks like herself 
again," said Mr. Palmer, seating himself beside her, 
regardless of Mrs. Beaumont's prohibitory looks. 
*' Since my little Amelia wishes me to stay, I will 
not go. So, my child — but I won't hurry you — I 
only want one sign of the head to confirm the truth 
of what your mother has just told me, for nobody can 
tell what passes in a young lady's heart but herself. So 
then, it is not that sprig of quality, that selfish spend- 
thrift, that sir John Hunter, who has your heart— hey?" 

*' No, no, no," answered Amelia ; *' 1 never did, 
I never could like such a man !" 

*' Why, I thought not — I thought it was impossible; 
but 
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Mrs. Beaumont^ alarmed beyond conception^ sud- 
denly put her hand before Mr. Palmer's mouth, to 
prevent him from finishing his sentence, and exposing 
the whole of her shameful duplicity to her daughter. 

'' Absolutely I must, and do hereby interpose my 
maternal authority, and forbid all agitating explana- 
tions whilst Amelia is in her present state. Dr. 
Wheeler says she is terribly feverish. Come, Mr. 
Palmer, I must carry you off by force, and from me 
you shall have all the explanations and all the satis- 
faction you can require." 

" Well," said Mr. Palmer, " good b'ye for the pre- 
sent, my little Amelia, my darling little Amelia! I 
am so delighted to find that captain Walsingham's 
the man, and so glad you have no mysteries — be well, 
be well soon ; I am so pleased, so happy, that I am 
as unruly as a child, and as easily managed. You 
see how I let myself be turned out of the room." 

*^Not turned out, only carried out," said Mrs. 
Beaumont, who never, even in the most imminent 
perils, lost her polite presence of mind. Having thus 
carried off Mr. Palmer, she was in hopes, that, in the 
joyful confusion of his mind, he would be easily sa- 
tisfied with any plausible explanation. Therefore 
she dexterously fixed his attention on the future, and 
adverted as slightly as possible to the past. 

Now, my good sir, congratulate me," said she, 

on the prospect I have of happiness in such a son- 
in-law as captain Walsingham, if it be indeed true 
that captain Walsingham is really attached to Ame* 
lia. But, on the other hand, what shall we do, if 
there is any truth in the story of the Spanish lady } 
Oh, there's the difficulty! Between hope and fear, 
I am in such a distracted state at this moment, I 
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hardly know what I say. What shall we do about 
the Spanish lady ?" 

'' Doj my dear madam ! we can do nothing at all 
in that case. But I will hope the best, and you'll 
see that he will prove a constant man at last. In the 
mean time, how was all that about sir John Hunter, 
and what are you to do with him ?" 

" Leave that to me ; I will settle all that," cried 
Mrs. Beaumont. 

'' But I hope the poor man, though I don't like 
him, has not been jilted ?" 

" Nq, by no means ; Amelia's incapable of that. 
You know she told you just now that she never 
liked him." 

'^ Ay ; but I think, madam, you told me, that she 
did," said Mr. Palmer, sticking to his point with a 
decided plainness, which quite disconcerted Mrs. 
Beaumont. 

*' It was all a mistake," said she, ^^ quite a mis- 
take ; and I am sure you rejoice with me that it was 
so : and, as to the rest — past blunders, like past mis- 
fortunes, are good for nothing but to be forgotten." * 

Observing that Mr. Palmer looked dissatisfied, 
Mrs. Beaumont continued apologising. ^' 1 confess 
you have to all appearance some cause to be angry 
with me," said she : '^ but now only hear me. Taking 
;the blame upon myself, let me candidly tell you the 
whole truth, and all my reasons, foolish perhaps as 
they were. Captain Walsingham behaved so honour- 
ably, and had such command over his feelings, that 
I, who am really the most credulous creature in the 
world, was so completely deceived, that I fancied he 
never had a thought of Amelia, and that he never 
would think of her ; and I own this both roused my 



MANffiUVRINO. 273 

pride and my prudence for my daughter : and I cer- 
tainly thought it my duty, as her mother, to do every 
thing in my power to discourage in her young and 
innocent heart a hopeless passion. It was but within 
these few hours that I have been undeceived by you 
as to his sentiments. That of course made an im- 
mediate change, as you have seen, in my measures; 
for such is my high opinion of the young man, and 
indeed my desire to be connected with the Walsing- 
hams is so gi'eat, that even whilst I am in total ig- 
norance of what the amount or value may be of this 
prize that he has taken, and even whilst I am in 
doubt concerning this Spanish incognita, I have not 
hesitated to declare, perhaps imprudently, to Amelia, 
as you have just heard, my full approbation of the 
choice of her heart." 

'' Hum I-r-well—hey !— How's this ?" said Mr. 
Palmer to himself, as he tried to believe and to be 
satisfied with this apology. '' Madam^" said he aloud 
to Mrs. Beaumont, " I comprehend that it might not 
be prudent to encourage Amelia's partiality for cap- 
tain Walsingham, till you were sure of the young 
man's sentiments. But, excuse me, I am a very slow, 
unpractised man in these matters, I don't yet under- 
stand why you told me that she was in love with sir 
John Hunter.?" 

Mrs. Beaumont, being somewhat in the habits of 
self-contradiction, was seldom unprovided with a con- 
cordance of excuses; but, at this unlucky moment, 
she was found unprepared. Hesitating she stood, 
all subtle as she was, deprived of ready wit, and 
actually abashed in the presence of a plain good man. 

^' I candidly confess, my dear sir^" said she> apo- 
logising to Mr. Palmer as he walked up and do^R^> 
" that my delicacy, or pride> caXX tX, ^wVaX. ^^>5>. ^w^-» 

VOL. VIII. •^ 
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my false pride for my daughter, led me into an error. 
I could not bring myself to acknowledge to any man^ 
even to you, for you know tkat it's contrary quite to 
the principles and pride of our sex — ^that she felt 
any partiality for a man who had shown none for her. 
You must be sensible it was, to say no more, an 
awkward, mortifying thing. And I was so afraid 
even of your finding it out, that, forgive me, I did, I 
candidly acknowledge, fabricate the foolish story oi sir 
John Hunter. But, believe me, I never seriously 
thought of her marrying him." 

'* 'Fore George ! I don't understand one word of 
it from beginning to end," said Mr. Palmer, speaking 
aloud to himself. 

Regardless of the profusion of words which Mrs. 
Beaumont continued pouring forth, he seated himself 
in an arm-chair, and deep in reverie for some minutes, 
went on slowly striking his hands together, as he 
leaned with his arms on his knees. At length he 
rose, rang the bell, and said to the servant, '' Sir, be 
so obliging as to let my man Creichton know that he 
need not hurry himself to pack up my clothes, for I 
shall not go to-morrow." 

Struck with consternation at these words, Mrs. 
Beaumont, nevertheless, commanded the proper ex- 
pression of joy on the occasion. — " Delightful ! I must 
go this instant," cried she, " and be the first to tell 
this charming news to Amelia and Beaumont." 

" Tell them then, madam, if you please, that I 
have gained such a conquest over what Mr. Walsing- 
ham calls my hypochondriacism, that I am deter- 
mined, at whatever risk, to stay another year in Old 
England, and that I hope to be present at both their 
weddings." 

]\Irs. Beaumont's quick exit was at this moment 
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necessary to conceal her dismay. Instead of going 
to Amelia, she hurried to her own room, locked the 
door, and sat down to compose her feelings and to 
collect her thoughts. But scarcely had she been two 
minutes in her apartment, when a messenger came 
to summon her to the festive scene in the park. The 
tenants and villagers were all at dinner, and Mr. 
Beaumont sent to let her know that they were wait- 
ing to drink her health. She was obliged to go, and 
to appear all radiant with pleasure. The contrast 
between their honest mirth and her secret sufferings 
was great. She escaped as soon as she could from 
their senseless joy, and again shut herself up in her 
own room. 

This sudden and totally unexpected resolution of 
Mr. Palmer's so astonished her, that she could scarcely 
believe she had heard or understood his words rightly. 
Artful persons may, perhaps, calculate with expert- 
ness and accuracy what will, in any given case, be 
the determinations of the selfish and the interested ; 
but they are liable to frequent mistakes in judging 
of the open-hearted and the generous : there is no 
sympathy to guide them, and all their habits tend 
to mislead them in forming opinions of the direct 
and sincere. It had never entered into Mrs. Beau- 
mont's imagination that Mr. Palmer would, not- 
withstanding his belief that he hazarded his life by 
so doing, defer a whole year returning to Jamaica, 
merely to secure the matrimonial happiness of her 
son and daughter. She plainly saw that he now 
suspected her dislike to the Walsinghams, and her 
aversion to the double union with that family : she 
saw that the slightest circumstance in her conduct, 
which confirmed his suspicions, would not only utterly 
ruin her in his opinion, but im^Yvt VtAxs^'cfe \a\sv \» 
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alter that part of his will which left her sole pos- 
sessor of his fortune during her life. Bad as her 
affairs were at this moment^ she knew that they 
might still be wane. She recollected the letter of 
perfect approbation which sir John Hunter had in 
his power. She foresaw that he would produce this 
letter on the first rumour of her favouring another 
lover for Amelia. She had just declared to Mr. 
Palmer^ that she never seriously thought of sir John 
Hunter for her daughter ; and should this letter be 
brought to lights she must be irremediably convicted 
of the basest duplicity^ and there would be no escape 
from the shame of falsehood, or, rather, the disgrace 
of detection. In this grand difficulty, Mrs. Beau- 
mont was too good a politician to waste time upon 
any inferior considerations. Instead of allowing her 
leisure to reflect that all her present difficulties arose 
from her habits of insincerity, she, with the true 
spirit of intrigue, attributed her disappointments to 
some deficiencv of artifice. ^' Oh !" said she to her- 
self, " why did I write I I should only have spoken Xo 
sir John. How could I be so imprudent as to com-' 
nut myself by writing! But what can be done to 
repair this error ?" 

One web destroyed, she, with indefatigable sub- 
tlety, began to weave another. With that prompti- 
tude of invention, which practice alone can give, she 
devised a scheme, by which she hoped not only -to pre- 
vent sir John Hunter from producing the written proof 
of her duplicity, but by which she could also secure 
the reversionary title, and the great Wigram estate. 
The nature of the scheme shall be unfolded in the 
next chapter ; and it will doubtless procure for Mrs. 
Beaumont, from all proper judges, a just tribute of 
admiration. They wiU. allow our heroine to be pot- 
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sessed not only of that address, which is the peculiar 
glory of female politicians, but also of that masculine 
quality, which the greatest, wisest, of mankind has 
pronounced to be the first, second, and third requisite 
for business — '^ Boldness — ^boldness — ^boldness." 



CHAPTER XIII. 

'^ The creature*8 at her duty work again." 

Pope. 

Amongst the infinite petty points of cunning of 
which that great practical philosopher Bacon has in 
vain essayed to make out a list, he notes, that, " Be- 
cause it worketh better when any thing seemeth to 
be gotten from you by question than if you offer it 
of yourself: you may lay a bait for a question, by 
showing another visage and countenance than you 
are wont, to the end to give occasion to the party to 
ask what the matter is of the change." 

*' What is the matter, my dearest Mrs. Beau- 
mont ? I never saw you look so sad before in all my 
life," said miss Hunter, meeting Mrs. Beaumont, 
who had walked out into the park on purpose to be 
so met, and in hopes of having the melancholy of 
her countenance thus observed. It was the more 
striking, and the more unseasonable, from its con- 
trast with the gay scene in the park. The sound of 
music was heard, and the dancing had begun, and 
all was rural festivity : '* What is the matter, my 
dearest Mrs. Beaumont ?" re^^tj^ tbSss* ^^nct^ks. 
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'* at such a time as this to see you look so melan- 
choly !" 

'^ Ah ! my love ! such a sad change in affairs ! 
But/' whispered Mrs. Beaumont^ f^ I cannot explain 
myself before your companion." 

Mr. Lightbody was walking with miss Hunter: 
but he was so complaisant^ that he was easily de- 
spatched on some convenient errand ; and then Mrs. 
Beaumont, with all her wonted delicacy of circumlo- 
cution, began to communicate her distress to her 
young friend. 

'* You know, my beloved Albina," said she, '^ it 
has been my most ardent wish that your brother 
should be connected with my family by the nearest 
and dearest ties." 

^' Yes ; that is, married to Amelia," said miss 
Hunter. " And has any thing happened to prevent 
it?" 

'^ O, my dear ! it is all over ! It cannot be — ^must 
not be thought of — must not be spoken of any more ; 
Mr. Palmer has been outrageous about it. Such a 
scene as I have had ! and all to no purpose. Amelia 
has won him over to her party. Only conceive what 
I felt — she declared, . beyond redemption, her pre- 
ference of captain Walsingham." 

" Before the captain proposed for her ! How odd ! 
dear ! Suppose he should never propose for her, 'whs.t 
a way she will be in after afironting my brother and 
all ! And only think ! she gives up the title, and 
the great Wigram estate, and every thing. Why, 
my brother says, unde Wigram can't live three 
months ; and lord Puckeridge's title, too, will come 
to my brother, you know ; and Amelia might have 
been lady Puckeridge. Only think ! Did you ever 
know any thing so fDolish ?" 
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'' Never !" said Mrs. Beaumont ; " but you know, 
my dear, so few girls have the sense you show in 
taking advice: they all will judge for themselves. ^ 
But I'm most hurt by Amelia's want of gratitude 
and delicacy towards me" continued Mrs. Beaumont: 
" only conceive the difficulty and distress in which 
she has left me about your poor brother. Such a 
shock as the disappointment will be to him ! And 
he may — though Heaven knows how little I deserve 
it — he may suspect — for men, when they are vexed 
and angry, will, you know, suspect even their best 
friends; he might, I say, suspect me of not being 
warm in his cause." 

*^ Dear, no ! I have always told him how kind 
you were, and how much you wished the thing ; and 
of all people in the world he can't blame you, dearest 
Mrs. Beaumont." 

. At this instant, Mrs. Beaumont saw a glimpse of 
somebody in a by-path of the shrubbery near them. 
*^ Hush ! Take care ! Who is that lurking there ? 
Some listener ! Who can it be ?" 

Miss Hunter applied her glass to her eye, but 
could not make out who it was. 

" It is Lightbody, I declare," said Mrs. Beau- 
mont. " Softly, — let us pretend not to see him, 
and watch what he will do. It is of the greatest 
consequence to me to know whether he is a listener 
or not ; so much as he is about the house." 

An irresistible fit of giggling, which seized miss 
Hunter at the odd way in which Lightbody walked, 
prevented Mrs. Beaumont's trial of his curiosity. At 
the noise which the young lady made, Mr. Lightbody 
turned his head, and immediately advancing, with 
his accustomed mixture of effrontery and servility, 
said, that ^^ he had executed Mrs. Bea.xsxckSsoSC's* ^acsoj^- 
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him ; but observing that miss Hunter listened only 
with forced attention, she paused to consider what 
this could mean. Habitually suspicious, like all in- 
sincere people, Mrs. Beaumont now b^an to ima- 
gine that there was some plot carrying on against her 
by sir John Hunter and Lightbody, and that misB 
Hunter was made use of against her. Having a most 
contemptible opinion of her Albina's understanding, 
and knowing that her young friend had too little 
capacity to be able to deceive her, or to invent a plau- 
sible excuse impromptu, Mrs. Beaumont turned quick^ 
and exclaimed, ^' My dear, what could Lightbody be 
saying to you when I came up — for I remember he 
stopped short, and you both looked so guilty ?" 

« Guilty ! did I ?— Did he ?— Dearest Mrs. Beau- 
mont, don't look at me so with your piercing eyes !— 
O ! I vow and protest I can't tell you ; I won't tell 
you." • 

The young lady tittered, and twisted herself into 
various affected attitudes ; then kissing Mrs. Beau- 
mont, and then turning her back with childish play- 
fulness, she cried, ^^ No, I won't tell you ; never, 
never, never !" 

" Come, come, my dear, don't trifle ; I have really 
business to do, and am in a hurry." 

" Well, don't look at me — never look at me again 
— promise me that, and I'll tell you. Poor Lightbody 
— O you're looking at me! — Poot Lightbody was 
talking to me of somebody, and he laid me a wager — 
but I can't tell you that — Ah, don't be angry with 
me, and I will tell, if you'll turn your head quite 
away ! — ^that I should be married to somebody before 
the end of this year. O, now, don't look at me, 
dearest, dearest Mrs. Beaumont." 

*' You dear little simpleton, and. 'v^& ^^ saSsX** 
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said Mrs. Beaumont^ vexed to have wasted her time 
upon such folly : '^ come, be serious now, my dear ; 

if you knew the anxiety I am in at this moment " 

But wisely judging that it would be in vain to hope 
for any portion of the love-sick damsel's attention, 
until she had confirmed her hopes of being married 
to somebody before the end of the year, Mrs. Beau- 
mont scrupled not to throw out assurances, in which 
she had herself no further foith. After what she 
had heard from her son this morning, she must have 
been convinced that there was no chance of marrying 
him to miss Hunter; she knew indeed positively, 
that he would soon declare his real attachment, but 
she could, she thought, during the interval, retain 
her power over miss Hunter, and secure her services, 
by concealing the truth. 

*' Before I say one word more of my own affairs, 
let me, my dearest child, assure you, that in the 
midst of all these disappointments and mortifications 
about Amelia, I am supported by the hope — ^by 
something more than the hope — ^that I shall see the 
daughter of my heart happily settled soon : Lightbody 
does not want penetration, I see. But I am not at 
liberty to say more. So now, my dear, help me with 
all your cleverness to consider what I shall do in the 
difficulties I am in at this moment. Your brother 
has a letter of mine, approving, and so forth, his ad- 
dresses to my daughter ; now if he, in the first rash- 
ness of his anger, should produce this to Palmer, I'm 
undone — or to my son, worse and worse ! there would 
be a duel between them infallibly, for Beaumont is so 
warm on any point of honour — Oh, I dread to think 
of it, my dear !" 

" So do I, I'm sure ; but. Lord, I'm the worst 
person to think in a hurry — But can't you write a 
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letter ? for you always know what to say so well — 
And after all, do you know, I don't think he'll be 
half so angry or so disappointed as you fancy, for I 
never thought he was so much in love with Amelia." 

'' Indeed l" 

" I know, if it was not a secret, I could tell you '* 

" What ? No secrets between us, my darling child." 

^^ Then I can tell you, that, just before he pro- 
posed for Amelia, he was consulting with me about 
proposing for Mrs. Button." 

'' Mrs. Button, the widow ! Mrs. Button ! How 
you astonish me !" said Mrs. Beaumont (though she 
knew this before). " Why she is older than I am." 

^' Older ! yes, a great deal ; but then you know 
my brother is no chicken himself." 

'^ To be sure, compared with you, my dear, he is 
not young. There's a prodigious difference between 
you." 

" Above twenty years ; Jhr^ you know, he's by an- 
other marriage." 

'^ True ; but I can't believe he proposed for Mrs. 
Button." 

" Not actually proposed, because I would not let 
him ; for I should have hated to have had such an 
unfashionable-looking woman for my sister-in-law. 
I never could have borne to go into public with her, 
you know : so I plagued my brother out of it ; and 
luckily he found out that her jointure is not half so 
gr^at as it was said to be." 

'^ I could have told him that. Mrs. Button's join- 
ture is nothing nearly so large as mine was, even 
before the addition to it which my son so handsomely, 
and indeed unexpectedly, made to it this morning. 
And did I tell you, my dear ? Mr. Palmer, this day^ 
has been so kind as to leave me alilaiaiHVTaKoafc Hsss\?oss& 
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for my own life. But don*t mention it^ lest it should 
get round, and make ill-will : tlie Walsinghams know 
nothing of it. But to return to your poor brotho^— 
if I could any way serve him with Mrs. Dutton ?" 

'^ La ! he'd never think of her more — and I'm sure 
I would not have him." 

" You dear little saucy creattire ! indeed I cannot 
wonder that you don't like the thoughts of Mrs. 
Dutton for a chaperon in town." 

" O, horrid ! horrid !" 

" And yet> would you condemn your poor brother 
to be an old bachelor^ after this disappointment with 
Amelia ?" 

^' 1a, ma'am^ can't he marry any body but Mrs. 
Dutton ?" 

" I wish I could think of any person would suit 
him. Can you ?" 

" O, I know very well who I think would suit 
him, and one I like to go into public with of all 
things." 

''Who.>" 

*' And one who has promised to present me at 
court next winter." 

*' My dearest child ! is it possible that yon mean 
me?" 

*' I do ; — and why not ?" 

" Why not ! My sweet love, do you consider my 
age?" 

" But you look so young." 

*' To be sure Mrs. Dutton looks older, and is 
older ; but I could not bring myself, especially after 
being a widow so long, to think of marrying a young 
man — to be sure, your brother is not what one should 
call a very young man." 

Dear, no; you don't look above three, or four. 
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or five years older than he does ; and in public^ and 
with dressj and rouge^ and fashion^ and all that^ I 
think it would do vastly well^ and nol)ody would 
think it odd at all. There's lady »»**, is not she 
ten years older than lord * *** ? and every body says 
that's nothings and that she gives the most delighted 
parties. O^ I declare^ dearest Mrs. Beaumont^ you 
must and shall marry my brother^ and that's the only 
way to make him amends^ and prevent mischief be- 
tween the gentlemen ; the only way to settle every 
thing charmingly — ^and I shall so like it — and I'm so 
proud of its being my plan ! I vow, I'll go and write 
to my brother this minute, and " 

" Stay, you dear mad creature ; only consider what 
you are about." 

^^ Consider ! I have considered, and I most and 
wiU have my own way," said the dear mad creature, 
struggling with Mrs. Beaumont, who detained,her with 
an earnest hand. " My love," said she, " I positively 
cannot let you use my name in such a strange way. 
If your brother or the world should think I had any 
share in the transaction, it would be so indelicate." 

" Indelicate ! Dear me, ma'am, but when nobody 
will know it, how can it be indelicate } and I will 
not mention your name, and nobody ^vill ever imagine 
that you knew any thing of my writing ; and I shall 
manage it all my own way ; and the plan is all my 
own : so let me go and write this minute." 

" Mercy upon me ! what shall I do with this dear 
headstrong creature !" said Mrs. Beaumont, letting 
miss Hunter go, as if exhausted by the struggle she 
had made to detain her impetuous young friend. 
Away ran miss Hunter, sometimes looking back in 
defiance and laughing, whilst Mrs. Beaumont shook 
her head at her whenever she looked \»i53&.,\sviX Hsss^x^ 
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it impossible to overtake her^ and vain to make further 
opposition. As Mrs. Beaumont walked slowly home- 
wards, she meditated her own epistle to sir Jobn 
Hunter, and arranged her future plan of operations. 

If, thought she^ miss Hunter's letter should not 
succeed, it is only a suggestion of hers, of which I 
am not supposed to know any thing, and I am only 
just where I was before. If it does succeed, and if 
sir John transfers his addresses to me, I avoid all 
danger of his anger on account of his disappointment 
with Amelia ; for it must then be his play, to con- 
vince me that he is not at all disappointed, and then 
I shall have leisure to consider whether I shall marry 
sir John or not. At all events, I can draw on his 
courtship as long as I please, till I have, by d^rees, 
brought Mr. Palmer round to approve the match. 

With these views Mrs. Beaumont wrote an incom- 
parable letter to sir John Hunter, in which she en- 
veloped her meaning in so many words, and so much 
sentiment, that it was scarcely possible to compre- 
hend any thing, except, " that she should be glad to 
see sir John Hunter the next day, to explain to him 
a circumstance that had given her, on his account, 
heartfelt uneasiness." Miss Hunter's letter was care- 
fully revised by Mrs. Beaumont, though she was to 
know nothing of it ; and such was the art with which 
it was retouched, that, after all proper corrections, 
nothing appeared but the most childish and impru- 
dent simplicity. 

After having despatched these letters, Mrs. Beau- 
mont felt much anxiety about the effect which they 
might produce ; but she was doomed by her own 
habits of insincerity to have perpetually the irksome 
task of assuming an appearance contrary to her real 
feelings. Amelia was better, and Mr. Palmer's de^ 
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termination to stay in England had spread a degree 
of cheerfulness over the whole family, which had not 
been felt for some time at Beaumont Park. In this 
general delight Mrs. Beaumont was compelled seem- 
ingly to sympathise : she performed her part so well, 
that even Dr. Wheeler and captain Lightbody, who 
had been behind the scenes, began to believe that the 
actress was in earnest. Amelia, alas ! knew her mother 
too well to be the dupe even of her most consummate 
powers of acting. All that Mrs. Beaumont said about 
her joy, and her hopes that captain Walsingham would 
soon appear and confirm her happy presentiments, 
Amelia heard without daring to believe. She had 
such an opinion of her mother's address, such a sub- 
lime superstitious dread that her mother would, by 
some inscrutable means, work out her own purposes, 
that she felt as if she could not escape from these 
secret machinations. Amelia still apprehended that 
sir John Hunter would not be irrevocably dismissed, 
and that by some turn of artifice she should find herself 
bound to him. The next morning sir John Hunter, 
however, finally relieved her from these apprehensions. 
After having been closeted for upwards of two hours 
with Mrs. Beaumont, he begged to speak to miss 
Beaumont; and he resigned all pretensions to the 
honour which he had so long and so ardently aspired 
to. It was his pride to show that his spirits were 
not affected by this disappointment : he scarcely in- 
deed exhibited that decent appearance of mortification 
which is usually expected on such an occasion ; but 
with provoking haughtiness professed himself sin- 
cerely obliged to miss Beaumont for having, however 
late in the business, prevented him, by her candour, 
from the danger of crossing her inclinations. For tX\vs» 
he could scarcely be sufficiently t\iaBkki\A>Nw\i«v\V<i^«v^^ 
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sidered how every day showed the omsequences of 
marrying young ladies whose affections were pre- 
yiousLy engaged. He had only to add, that he hoped 
the world would see the thing in the same light in 
which he took it^ and that miss Beaumont might not 
find herself blaaied f<»r breaking off the matter, after 
it had been so publicly reported : that, for his part, 
he assured her, he would, as far as he was concerned, 
do his utmost to silence unpleasant obsenrations ; and 
that, as the most effectual means to do this, iie con- 
oeived, would be to show that he continued en an 
amicable footing with the feunily, he should do him- 
self the honour to avail himself of the permission — 
invitation, indeed — he had just received ftom Mrs. 
•Beaumont, to continue his visits as usual at Beaumont 
Park. 

To this ^Jnelia could make no objection after the 
express declaration which he had just made, that he 
renounced all pretensions to her favour. However 
keenly she felt the implied reproach of having en- 
couraged sir John as her admirer, while her affections 
were previously engaged, and of having shown can- 
dour late in this affair, she could not vindicate herself 
without accusing her mother ; therefore she attempted 
neither excuse nor apology, submitted to let the un- 
feeling baronet enjoy her confusion, whilst she said, 
in general terms, she felt obliged by his assurance 
that she should not be the cause of any quarrel 
between two families who had hitherto lived in 
friendship. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

*' Him no soft thoughts, no gratitude could move ; 
To gold he fled, from beauty and from love !" 

Dryden. 

All that passed in the two hours* conversation 
between the discarded baronet and the mother of his 
late mistress did not transpire ; but Mrs. Beaumont 
said that she had taken infinite pains to reconcile sir 
John to his fate, and his subsequent behaviour showed 
that she had succeeded. His attention towards her also 
plainly proved that he was not dissatisfied by the part 
she had acted, or rather by the part that he thought 
she had acted. Thus all things went on smoothly. 
Mrs. Beaumont, in confidence, told her friend, miss 
Hunter, that sir John had behaved with the greatest 
propriety and candour (candour! that hackneyed 
word), that he had acknowledged that his principal 
inducement to propose for her daughter had been a 
desire to be connected with a family for which he 
had such peculiar regard. 

" This, my love," continued Mrs. Beaumont, '' was 
all, you know, that your brother could, with propriety, 
say on such an occasion ; all indeed that I would per- 
mit him to say. As to the rest, on Amelia's account, 
you know, I could not refuse his request to continue 
his visits in this family on the same footing of friend- 
ship as usual." 

Whether this was the truth and the whole truth, 
the mystery that involves all cabinet-councils, and 
more especially those of female politicians, \)rev«o^s» 
the cautious historian from pxesxximiv^X.^ ^^essA'i* '^>ax 

VOL* VJJl. ^ 
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arguing from general causes^ and from the established 
characters and ruling passions of the parties con- 
cerned^ we may safely conjecture that the baronet did 
not at this time make any decisive proposal to the 
lady^ but that he kept himself at liberty to advance or 
recede^ as circumstances should render it expedient 
His ruling passion was avarice ; and though he had 
been allured by the hints which his sister had thrown 
out concerning Mrs. Beaumont's increased jointure^ 
and vast expectancies from Mr. Palmer^ yet he was 
not so rash as to act decisively upon such vague 
information: he had wisely determined to obtain 
accurate and positive evidence from captain Light- 
body^ who seemed^ in this case^ to be the common 
vouchee ; but Lightbody happened to be gone out to 
shoot flappers *. Consequently sir John wisely en- 
trenched himself in general professions of regard to 
Mrs. Beaumont^ and reflections on the happiness of 
being connected with such a respectable femaily. Mrs. 
Beaumont^ who understood the whole of the game, 
now saw that her play must be to take captain Light- 
body again into her confidence. 

Ever careful not to commit herself, she employed 
miss JEIunter to communicate her own scheme to the 
captain, and to prepare him on the requisite points 
with proper answers to those inquiries which she 
foresaw the baronet would make. 

" You know, my love," said Mrs. Beaumont, ''you 
can find a proper moment to say all you wish to 
Lightbody." 

'^ O, yes," said miss Hunter, " I will if I possibly 
can this day; but it is so difficult to find a good 
time " 

* Young wild ducks. 
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*^ At dinner^ suppose ?" said Mrs. Beaumont. 

'' At dinner ! sureljr, ma'am, that's an awkward 
time, is not it, for talking of secrets ?" 

" The best time in the world, my dear ; you know 
we are to have the Buttons, and the Lord knows 
whom besides, to-day. And when there's a large 
company, and every body talking at once, and eating, 
and drinking, and carving, it is the best time in the 
world ! You may say what you please ; your neigh- 
bours are all happily engaged, too busy to mind you. 
Get near fat Mr. Button, and behind the screen of 
his prodigious elbow, you will be comfortably recessed 
from curious impertinents. My dear, the most per- 
fect solitude is not so convenient as one of these great 
dinners." 

Whilst Mrs. Beaumont was demonstrating to miss 
Hunter that the most convenient and secure time for 
a tete-h'tete is at a large dinner, she happened to look 
out of the window, near which they were standing, 
and she saw her son and daughter with Mr. Palmer 
walking in the park; they sat down under a tree 
within view of the house. 

^^ Come away from the window, my dear," said 
Mrs. Beaumont ; " they will observe us, and perhaps 
think we are plotting something. I wonder what 
they are talking of? Lodk how earnestly Amelia is 
stretching out her neck, and Mr. Palmer striking his 
cane upon the ground. Come back a little^ my dear, 
come back ; you can see as well here." 

'^ But I see a gentleman on horseback, galloping. 
O, ma'am, look ! he has stopped, jumped off his 
horse ! At Amelia's feet ! Captain Walsingham, it 
must be !" 

" Captain Walsingham it really is !" said Mrs. 
Beaumont, pressing forward to look oxsA. qI xiafe "ws^- 
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dow^ yet standing so^ that she could not be seen fi 
without. 

" Dear/' said miss Hunter, '* but how deli^\ 
Mr. Beaumont seems ; and how Mr. Pabner shal 
captain Walsingham's hand, as if he had known hi 
these hundred years ! What can make them so gla 
to see him ? Do look at them, ma'am." 

" I see it all !" said Mrs. Beaumont, with an in 
voluntary sigh. 

*' But, dear Mrs. Beaumont," pursued miss Hun- 
ter, '^ if he has actually come at last to propose fur 
Amelia, don't you think he is doing it in a shabby 
sort of way ? When he has been in London too— 
and if he has taken such a treasure too, could not he 
have come down here a little more in style, with 
some sort of an equipage of his own at least ? But 
now only look at him ; would you, if you met him 
on the road, know him from any common man ?" 

Another sigh, deep and sincere, was all the 
answer Mrs. Beaumont made. 

'^ I am sure," omtinued miss Hunter, as Mrs. 
Beaumont drew her away from the window, " I am 
sure, I think AmeHa has not gained much by the 
change of admirers, for what's a captain of a ship ?" 

'^ He ranks with a colonel in the army, to be 
sure," said Mrs. Beaumont ; '^ but Amelia might 
have looked much higher. If she does not know her 
own interest and dignity, that is not my fault." 

^^ If she had such a fortune as I shall have," said 
miss Hunter, <^ she might afford to marry for love, 
because you know she could make her husband after- 
wards -keep her proper equipages, and take her to 
town, and go into parliament, and get a title for her 
too!" 

«< Very true, my darling," said Mrs. Beaumont^ 
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who was at this instant so absent^ that she assented 
without having heard one syllable that her darling 
said. 

" But for Amelia^ who has no such great fortunfe 
of her own, it is quite another thing, you know> 
dearest Mrs. Beaumont. O, you'll see how she'll 
repent when she sees you lady Puckeridge, and her- 
self plain Mrs. Walsingham. And when she sees the 
figure you'll make in town next winter, and the style 
my brother will live in — O, then she'll see what a 
difference there is between sir John Hunter and 
captain Walsingham !" 

/^ Very true, indeed, my dear," said Mrs. Beaur 
mont; and this time she did not answer without 
having heard the assertion. The door opened. 

" Captain Walsingham ! dare I believe my eyes ? 
And do I see our friend, captain Walsingham, again 
at last ?" 

" At last ! O, Mrs. Beaumont, you don't know 
how hard I have worked to get here." 

'^How kind! But won't you sit down and tell 
me?" 

" No ; I can neither sit, nor rest, nor speak, nor 
think upon any subject but one," said captain Wal- 
singham. 

That's right," cried Mr. Palmer. 
Mrs. Beaumont — ^pardon my abruptness," con- 
tinued captain Walsingham, " but you see before you 
a man whose whole happiness is at stake. May I beg 
a few minutes' conversation with you ?" 

" This instant," said Mrs. Beaumont, hesitating; 
but she saw that Mr. Palmer's eye was upon her, so 
with a smile she complied immediately ; and giving 
her hand graciously to captain Walsingham, she ac- 
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companied him into a little reading-room within the 
drawing-room. 

*' May I hope that we are friends ?" said captain 
Walsingham^ as he led Mrs. Beaumont into another 
room : ^' May I hope so, Mrs. Beaumont — ^may I ?" 

*' Good Heavens ! Friends ! assuredly ; I hope so. 
I have always had and expressed the highest opinion 
of you, captain Walsingham." 

'' I have had one^ and^ hitherto, but one opportu- 
nity of showing myself, in any degree^ deserving of 
your esteem, madam," said captain Walsingham. 
" When I was in this country some years ago, you 
-must have seen how passionately I was in love with 
your daughter; but I knew that my circumstances 
were then such that I could not hope to obtain miss 
Beaumont's hand ; and you will do me the justice to 
allow that I behaved with prudence. Of the difficulty 
of the task I alone can judge." 

Mrs. Beaumont declared^ that she admired captain 
Walsingham's conduct inexpressibly, now that she 
understood what his feelings and motives had been ; 
but really he had kept his own secret so honourably, 
that she had not, till within these few days, when it 
was let out by Mr. Walsingham to Mr. Palmer, had the 
most distant idea of his being attached to her daughter. 

Captain Walsingham was too polite even to look a 
doubt of the truth of a lady*s assertion ; he therefore 
believed, because it was impossible. 

Mrs. Beaumont, determining to make her story 
consistent, repeated nearly what she had said to 
Mr. Palmer, and went on to confess that she had 
often, with a mother's pride, perhaps, in her own 
secret thoughts, wondered at the indifference captain 
Walsingham showed towards Amelia. 
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Captain Walsingham was surprised that Mrs. 
Beaumont's penetration should have been so strangely 
mistaken ; especially as the symptoms of admiration 
and love must be so well known to a lady who had 
so many and such passionate admirers. 

Mrs. Beaumont smiled^ and observed^ that captain 
Walsingham^ though a seaman, had all the address 
of a courtier^ and she acknowledged that she loved 
address. 

'' If by address Mrs. Beaumont means politeness, 
I admire it as much as she does ; but I disclaim and 
despise all that paltry system of artifice, which is 
sometimes called address. No person of a great mind 
ever condescends to use address in that sense of the 
word; not because they cannot, but because they 
will not." 

" Certainly — certainly," said Mrs. Beaumont, 
^' there is nothing I love so much as frankness." 

*' Then, frankly, Mrs. Beaumont, may I hope for 
your approbation in addressing miss Beaumont }" 

'^ Frankly, then, you have my full approbation. 
This is the very thing I have long secretly wished, as 
Mr. Palmer can tell you. You have ever been the 
son-in-law of my choice, though not of my hopes." 

Delighted with this frank answer, this full ap- 
probation, this assurance that he had always been the 
son-in-law of her choice, captain Walsingham poured 
out his warm heart in joy and gratitude. All sus- 
picions of Mrs. Beaumont were forgotten ; for sus- 
picion was unnatural to his mind : though he knew, 
though he had experience almost from childhood, 
of her character, yet, at this instant, he thought he 
had, till now, been always prejudiced, always mis- 
taken. Happy those who can be thus duped by the 
warmth of their own hearts I 1\. Sa ^V«?g^gs»s^ 
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which they who smile in scorn at their credulity can 
never enjoy. 

Wakening a little to the use of his understanding, 
captain Walsingham disconcerted Mrs. Beaumont^ by 
suddenly saying, '^ Then there was not any truth in 
the report, which I have heard with horror, that you 
were going to marry miss Beaumont to sir John 
Hunter ?" 

'' Then there was not any truth in the report I 
heard with horror, that you were going to marry 
yourself to a Spanish nun?" said Mrs. Beaumont, 
who had learned from a veteran in public warfJEU^, 
that the best way to parry an attack is not to defend^ 
but to make an assault. 

" My dear captain Walsingham," added she, with 
an arch smile, " I really thought you were a man of 
too much sense, and, above all, too much courage, to 
be terror-struck by every idle report. You should 
leave such horrors to us weak women — ^to the vi- 
sionary maid. Now, I could not blame poor Amelia, if 
she were to ask, ^ Then was there no truth in the re- 
port of the Spanish incognita?* — No, no," pursued 
Mrs. Beaumont, playfully, refusing to hear captain 
Walsingham ; ^^ not to me, not to me, must your 
defence be made. Appear before your judge, appear 
before Amelia ; I .can only recommend you to mercy." 
What a charming woman this Mrs. Beaumont 
would be, if one could feel quite sure of her sincerity, 
thought captain Walsingham, as he followed the lady^ 
who, with apparently playful, but really politic grace> 
thus eluded all further inquiry into her secret man* 
oeuvres. 

" Here, my dearest Amelia," cried she, " is a cul- 
prit, whom I am bringing to your august tribunal for 
mercy." 
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'^ For justice," said captain Walsingham. 
" Justice ! O, the pride of the man's heart, and the 
folly I Who ever talks of justice to a woman ? My 
dear captain, talk of mercy, or cruelty, if you will f 
we ladies delight in being called cruel, you know, 
and sometimes are even pleased to be merciful — ^but 
to be just! is the last thing we think of: so now 
for your trial; public or private, captain Walsing- 
ham ?" 

'' Public ! as I am innocent." 
" Oyes ! Oyes ! all manner of men," cried Mr. 
Beaumont. 

'' The Spanish cause coming on !" cried Mr. Pal- 
mer : " let me hear it ; and let me have a good seat 
that I may hear — a seat near the judge." 

" O, you shall be judge, Mr. Palmer," said Ame- 
lia; '' and here is the best seat for our good judge." 

"And you will remember," said Mr. Beaumont, 
" that it is the duty of a good judge to lean towards 
the prisoner." 

" To lean ! No, to sit bolt upright, as I will if I 
can," said old Mr. Palmer, entering into the pleasantry 
of the young people as readily as if he had been the 
youngest man in company. As he looked round, 
his good countenance beamed with benevolent plea-* 
sure. 

" Now, sir captain, be pleased to inform the court 
what you have done, or mean to do, with a certain 
Spanish nun, whom, as it is confidently asserted in a 
letter from one of your own men, you carried off from 
her nunnery, and did bring, or cause to be brought, 
with you to England." 

" My lord judge, will you do me the favour, or the 
justice, to order that the letter alluded to may be read 
in court ?" 
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This was ordered^ and done accordingly. 

*' My lord judge^" said captain Walsingham, " I 
have nothing to object to the truth of the main points 
of this story ; and considering that it was told by a 
very young man^ and a traveller^ it contains but a 
reasonable share of ' travellers' wonders.' Consider- 
ing the opportunity and temptation for embelli^- 
ments aiforded by such a romantic tale^ less has 
been added to it by the narrator than the usual pro- 
gress of strange reports might have prepared me to 
expect. It is most true^ as it has be^ stated^ that I 
did, by her own desire, carry away £rom a nunnery, 
at ***♦*, this lady, who was neither a nun nor a 
Spanish lady, nor, as I am compelled by my r^ard 
to truth to add, young, nor yet handsome. My lord 
judge, fur be it from me to impeach the veracity of 
the letter- writer. It is admitted by the highest and 
the lowest authorities, that beauty is a matter of taste, 
and that for taste there is no standard ; it is also no- 
torious, that to a sailor every woman is £ur and young, 
who is not as old as Hecuba, or as ugly as Caifacara- 
tadaddera. I can therefore speak only to my own 
opinion and judgment. And really^ my lord, it 
grieves me much to spoil the romance, to destroy the 
effect of a tale, which might in future serve for the 
foundation of some novel, over which belles and beaux, 
yet unborn, might weep and wonder : it grieves me 
much, I say, to be compelled by the severity of this 
cross-examination to declare the simple truths that 
there was no love in the case ; thatj^ to the very best 
of my belief and judgment, the lady was not in love 
with any body, much less with me." 

*' As you have admitted, sir," said the judge, ''.as 
you have voluntarily stated, that to a sailor every 
woman is fair and young, who is not as old as He« 
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Cuba, or as ugly as that other woman with the un- 
speakable name, you will be pleased to inform the 
court how it happened, or how it was possible, that 
in the course of a long voyage, you could avoid falling 
in love with the damsel whom you had thus rescued and 
carried off. Experience shows us, sir, that at land, 
and, I presume, at sea, proximity is one of the most 
common causes of love. Now, I understand, she was 
the only woman you saw for some months ; and she 
had, I think you allow, possession of your cabin, to 
and from which you had of course constant egress 
and regress. Sir, human nature is human nature ; 
here is temptation, and opportunity, and circum- 
stantial evidence enough, in our days, to hang a man. 
What have you to offer in your defence, young man ?" 

'^ The plain fact, my lord, is, that instead of three 
months, I was but three days, in the dangerous state 
of proximity with the Spanish lady. But had it been 
three months, or three years, there is my defence, 
my lord," said captain Walsingham, bowing to Ame- 
lia. '' At the first hlush, you allow it, I see, to be 
powerful; but how powerful, you cannot feel as I 
do, without having looked, as I have done, into the 
mind." 

" I have looked into the mind as well as you, sir. 
You have a great deal of assurance, to tell me I can- 
not feel and judge as well as you can. But, never- 
theless, I shall do you justice. I think your defence 
is sufficient. I believe we must acquit him. But, 
pray — the plain matter of fact, which I wanted to 
hear, I have not yet got at. What have you done 
with this lady ? and where is she }" 

*' She was carried safely to her friends— to her 
friend, for she has but one ^iend, as I could find out^ 



dOO TALES OP PASHIOKABI.S I.IFB. 

an old annty who lives in an obscore lodging, in a 
narrow street^ in London." 

'' And, upon honour, this is all you know about 
her ?" said 3Irs. Beaumont. 

'' All^-exoept that she is in hopes of reoovering some 
property, of which she sajrs she has been unjustly de- 
frauded by some of her relations. After I had paid 
my respects at the Admiralty^ I made it my business 
to see the lady, and to offer my services ; but into 
her lawsuits, I thank Grod, it was not my business to 
inquire. I reoonunended to her a good honest law- 
yer, and came here as fieut as horses could carry me." 

*' But was not there some giving of diamonds^ and 
exchanging of rings, one day, upon deck ?" said Mrs^ 
Beaumont. 

'' None,'* said captain Walsingham ; '' that was a 
mere fable of poor Birch's imagination. I recollect 
the lady showed me a Spanish motto upon her ring ; 
that is all I can remember about rings. — She had no 
diamonds, and very few clothes. Now," cried captain 
Walsingham, growing a little impatient of the length 
of his trial, for he had not yet been able to speak for 
more than an instant to Amelia, '' now, I hope, my 
trial is ended; else its length will be, as in some 
other cases, the worst of punishments." 

"Acquitted! Acquitted! honourably acquitted!" 
said Mr. Palmer. 

'^Acquitted, acquitted, honourably acquitted by 
general acclamation," cried Mr. Beaumont. 

'^ Acquitted by a smile from Amelia^ worth all our 
acclamations," said Mrs. Beaumont. 

" Captain Walsingham," said miss Hunter, " did 
the lady come to England and go to London in a 
Spanish dress and long waist ?" 
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She spoke^ but captain Walsingham did not hear 
her important question. She turned to repeat her 
question^ but the captain was gone^ and Amelia with 
him. 

'^ Bless me ! how quick ! how odd !" said miss 
Hunter, with a pouting look, which seemed to add — 
Nobody carries me off! 
- Mr. Beaumont looked duller than was becoming. 

Mrs. Beaumont applied herself to adjust the pretty 
curls of miss Hunter's hair ; and Mr. Palmer, in one 
of his absent fits, hummed aloud, as he walked up 
and down the room, 

" ' And it's, Oh ! what will become of me ? 
Oh! what shall I do ? 
Nobody coming to marry me, 
Nobody coming to woo.' " 



CHAPTER XV. 

" True love's the gift which God has giv'n 
To man alone, beneath the heav'n ; 
It is the secret S3nnpathy, 
The silver link, the silken tie, 
WTiich heart to heart, and mind to mind. 
In body and in soul can bind." 

Happy love, though the most delightful in reality, 
is the most uninteresting in description ; and lovers 
are proverbially bad company, except for one another: 
therefore we shall not intrude on captain Walsingham 
and Amelia, nor shall we give a journal of the days 
of courtship ; those days which, by Rousseau, and 
many people, have been pronounced to be the hap- 
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piest ; by others^ the only happy days of existence ; 
and which^ by some privileged or prudent few^ have 
been found to be but the prelude to the increasing 
pleasures of domestic union. 

Now that Mr. Beaumont saw his sister and his 
friend thus gratified in their mutual esteem and af- 
fection^ now that he saw all obstacles to their union 
removed^ he became uncontrollably impatient to de- 
clare his own attachment to miss Walsingham. 

'^ My dear mother, I can bear it no longer. Be- 
lieve me, you are mistaken in the whole romance you 
have imagined to yourself about miss Hunter. She 
is no more in love with me than I am with her. Since 
you fixed my attention upon her, I have studied the 
young lady. She is not capable of love: I don't 
mean that she is not capable of wishing to be married, 
but that is quite a different affair, which need not 
give me any peculiar disturbance. My dear mother, 
find another husband for her, and my life for it, her 
heart will not break; especially if you give her bales 
of wedding finery enough to think and talk about for 
a calendar year." 

^' You abominably malicious monster of cruelty, I 
will not smile, nor will I allow you to indulge your 
humour in this manner, at the expense of your poor 
victim." 

'^ Victim ! Never saw a girl look less like a victim, 
except, indeed, as to her ornaments. I believe it is 
the etiquette for victims to appear dressed out with 
garlands, and ribands^ and flowers." 

'* Positively^ Beaumont, I won't allow you to go 
on in this style ; — do you know you seriously hurt 
and offend me ? do you consider that miss Hunter's 
mother was my most intimate friend^ and this match 
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I have anxiously wished^ in consequence of an 
agreement made between us at your birth and A1- 
bina's?" 

*' O, ma'am^ those agreements never turned out 
well^ from the time of the Arabian tales to the present 
moment. And you must pardon me if^ after having 
tried all that reason and patience would do^ in vain^ 
I now come to impatience^ and a little innocent ridi^ 
cule. Except by laughing^ I have no other way left 
of convincing you that I never can or will marry this 
young lady." 

*' But so pretty a creature ! Surely you have 
thought her pretty." 

*' Extremely pretty. And I acknowledge that 
there have been moments when the influence of her 
— beauty^ I can't call it — ^prettiness, joined to the 
power of my mother's irresistible address^ have almost 
lapped me in elysium — a fool's paradise. But^ thank 
Heaven and miss Walsingham ! I unlapped himself; 
and though the sweet airs took my fancy^ they never 
imprisoned my soul." 

'^ Vastly poetical! quite in the blue-stocking 
style." 

*^ Blue-stocking ! Dear mother^ that expression is 
not elegant enough for you. That commonplace 
taunt is unworthy of my mother^" said Mr. Beau- 
mont^ warmly^ for he was thrown off his guard by 
the reflection implied on missr .Walsingham. '' Ig- 
norant silly women may be allowed to sneer at in- 
formation and talents in their own sex^ and^ if they 
have read them^ may talk of ' Les Precieuses Ridu 
cules/ and ' Les Femmes Savantes,' and may borrow 
from Moliere all the wit they want^ to support the 
cause of folly. But from women who are themselves 
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distinguished for talents^ such apostasy but I a 

speaking to my mother — I forbear." 

" Great forbearance to your mother you ha\ 
nhown, in truths" cried Mrs. Beaumont, reddenin^ 
with genuine anger : '^ Marry as you please ! I hayt 
done. Fool that I have been, to devote my life tt 
plans for the happiness and a^randisement of my 
children ! It is now time I should think of myself. 
You shall not see me the defeated^ deserted, duped, 
despised mother — ^the old dowager permitted in the 
house of which she was once the mistress ! No, no, 
Mr. Beaumont," cried she, rising indignantly, " this 
shall never, never be." 

Touched and astonished by a burst of passion, 
such as he scarcely had ever before seen from his 
mother, Mr. Beaumont stopped her as she rose ; and 
taking her hand in the most affectionate manner, 
" Forgive me, my dear mother, the hasty words I 
said just now. I was very much in the wrong. I beg 
your pardon. Forgive your son." 

Mrs. Beaumont struggled to withdraw the hand 
which her son forcibly detained. 

'^ Be always," continued he, "be always mistress 
of this house, of me, and mine. The chosen wife of 
my heart will never torment you, or d^rade herself 
with paltry struggles for power. Your days shall be 
happy and honoured : believe me, I speak from my heart." 

Mrs. Beaumont looked as if her anger had sub- 
sided ; yet, as if struggling with unusual feelings, she 
sat silent. jNIr. Beaumont continued, " Your son-^ 
who is no sentimentalist, no speech-maker — your son, 
who has hitherto perhaps been too rough, too harsh 
— ^now implores you, by these sincere caresses^ by all 
that is tender and true in nature, to believe in ths 

t 
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filial affection of your children. Give us, simply give 
us your confidence ; and our confidence, free and un- 
constrained, shall be given in return. Then, we shall 
be happy indeed !" 

Touched, vanquished, Mrs. Beaumont leaned her 
head on her son, and said, ^^ Then we shall be happy 
indeed !" The exclamation was sincere. At this mo- 
ment she thought as she spoke. All her schemes were 
forgotten. The reversionary title, the Wigram estate 
— all, all forgotten : — miraculous eloquence and power 
of truth ! 

'' What happiness !" said Mrs. Beaumont : " I ask 
no other. You are right, my dear son ; marry miss 
Walsingham — and we have enough, and more than 
enough, for happiness. You are right — and hence- 
forward we shall have but one mind amongst us." 

With true gratitude and joy her son embraced her: 
and this was the most delightful, perhaps the only 
really delightful moment she had felt for years. She 
was sincere, and at ease. But this touch of nature, 
strong as it was, operated only for a moment. Habit 
resumed her influence ; Art regained her pupil and 
her slave! — Captain Lightbody and miss Hunter 
came into the room ; and with them came low 
thoughts of plots, and notes, and baronets, and equip- 
ages, and a reversionary title, and the Wigram estate. 
What different ideas of happiness ! Her son, in the 
mean time, had started up, mounted his horse, and 
had galloped off to realise some of his ideas of felicity, 
by the immediate offer of his hand to the lady who 
possessed his whole heart. Cool as policy, just re- 
covered from the danger of imprudent sensibility, 
could make her, Mrs. Beaumont was now all herself 
again. 

VOL. VIII. TL 
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'' HftTe foa found mudi ammicfneiit shootiiig tliis 
mcmingy li^tbody ?* said she, carelesslj. 

*' No, mm'am ; dooe nothiiig— -just nothiiig at all 
— for I met sir John in the groiuids, and ooold not 
leare him. Poor sir John, ma'am; I tell him we 
most get him a ciwik ; he is qfoite turned despairing 
shepherd. Nercr saw a man so dtanged. Upon 
mj sold, he is — seriooslj now, Mrs. Beanmont, yon 
need not laugh — ^I ahrays told sir John that his 
time for foiling in lore would oome ; and oome it has 
at last, with a Tengeanoe." 

*' O nonsense ! nonsense, Li^tbody ! lliis to me ! 
and of sir John Hunter r* 

Thou^ Mrs. Beaumont called it, and thought it 
nonsense, jet it flattered h^ ; and thou^ she ap- 
peared half oflioided by flattery so gross, as to seem 
almost an insult upon hsat understanding, yet her 
Tanity was secretly gratified, even by foeling that she 
had dependents who were thus obliged to flatter; 
and though she despised captain Lightbody for the 
meanness, yet he made his court to her successfully^ 
by persisting in all the audacity of adulation. She 
knew sir John Hunter too well to believe that he 
was liable to foil in loTe with any thing but a foir 
estate or a fine fortune; yet she was gratified by foel' 
ing that she possessed so great a share of those charms 
which age cannot wither; of that substantial power, 
to which men do not merely foign in poetical ^Mirt 
to submit, or to idiich they are slayes only fdr a 
honey-moon, but to which they do homage to the 
latest hour of lifo, with unabating, with increasing 
devotion. Beside this sense of pleasure arising from 
calculation, it may be presumed that, like all other 
fomale politicians, our heroine had something of the 
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woman lurking at her heart ; something of that fe- 
minine vanity^ which inclines to believe in the potency 
of personal charms^ even when they are in the wane. 
Captain Lightbody's asseverations^ and the notes sir 
John Hunter wrote to his sister^ were at last listened 
to by Mrs. Beaumont with patience^ and even with 
smiles : and, after it had been sufficiently reiterated^ 
that really it was using sir John Hunter ill not to give 
him some more decisive answer, when he was so iin- 
happy, so impatient, she at length exclaimed, ^^ Well, 
Lightbody, tell your ^end sir John then, since it 
must be so, I will consult my friends, and see what 
can be done for him." 

*' When may I say ? for I dare not see sir John 
again, positively I dare not meet him, without having 
some hope to give — something decisive. He says the 
next time he comes here he must be allowed to make 
it known to the family, that he is Mrs. Beaumont's 
admirer. So when may I say }" 

'^ O, dearest Mrs. Beaumont," cried miss Hunter, 
'* say to-morrow." 

'^ To-morrow ! impossible !" 

" But when ?" said miss Hunter : " only look at 
my brother's note to me again ; you see he is afraid 
of being cast off at last as he was before about Amelia, 
if Mr. Palmer should object. And he says this dis« 
appointment would be such a very different affair." 

" Indeed," said captain Lightbody, " I, who am in 
sir John's confidence, can vouch for that ; for I have 
reason to believe, that — ^that the connexion was the 
charm, and that the daughter would not have been 
thought of. Stop, I was charged not to say this. But 
when, Mrs. Beaumont, to return to my point " 

^' O name an earlv day," cried miss Hunter^ iiv 
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a fondling tone ; ^^ name an early day for my brother^s 
coming j and then yon know it will be so nice to 
have the wedding days fixed for both marriages. 
And^ dearest Mrs. Beaumont^ remember I am to be 
your brideVmaid — and we'll have a magnificent 
wedding — and I shall be bride's-maid !" 

'' The dear innocent little creature^ how mad she 
is with spirits ! Well^ you shall be my bride*s-maid^ 
if the thing takes place." 

" If! — If to the winds ! — ^Captain Lightbody^ tell 

my brother No, I'll write myself, and tell him 

he may come." 

'^ How she distresses me ! But she is so affec- 
tionate, one does not know how to be angry with 
her. But, my dear, as to naming the day when he 
may publicly declare himself, I cannot; for, you 
know, I have to break the affair to Mr. Palmer, and 
to my son and daughter, and I must take my own 
time, and find a happy moment for this ; so, name 
a day I cannot: but in general, and it's always 
safest to use general terms, you may say, soon/' 

This was Mrs. Beaumont's ultimatum* The note 
was written accordingly, and committed to the care 
of the confidential captain. 

This business of mysterious note-writing, and 
secret negotiations*, was peculiarly suited to our 

* Note by ihe Editor. — It is much to be i^;iettad that the 
original papers belonging to this correspondence, including all 
the notes and letters, which Mrs. Beaumont either wrote herself^ 
or those still more important, which she caused to be written by 
her confidential amanuensis, which would, doubtless, form aD 
together a body of domestic diplomacy, equally curious and useful, 
are irrecoverably lost to the world. After the most diligent search, 
the Editor is compelled to rest under the persuasion that they 
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heroine's genius and taste. Considering the nego- 
tiation to be now in effect brought within view of a 
happy termination^ her ambassador^ furnished with 
her ultimatum^ having now actually set out on his 
ostensible mission of duck-shootings our fair nego- 
tiatrix prepared, to show the usual degree of gratitude 
towards those who had been the principal instru- 
ments of her success. The proper time she thought 
was now arrived, when, having no further occasion 
for miss Hunter's services, she might finally undeceive 
her young friend as to any hopes she might retain of 
a union with Mr. Beaumont; and she felt that it 
was now indispensably necessary to disclose the truth, 
that her son had declared his attachment to miss 
Walsingham. 

Mrs. Beaumont opened the delicate case with a 
sigh, which claimed the notice of her young con- 
fidante. 

'^ What a deep sigh !" said miss Hunter, who was 
perfect, to use a musical term, in her lessons, pour 
observer les soupirs : '^ What a sigh ! I hope it was 
for my poor brother ?" 

** Ah, no, my love ! fi[>r one nearer my heart — ^for 
you." 

" For me !— dear me !" 

'^ You see before you a mother, all of whose fondest 
wishes and plans are doomed to be frustrated by her 
children. Amelia would have her way — I was forced 
to yield. My son follows her example, insists upon 
marrying without fortune, or extraordinary beauty, 
or any of the advantages which I had fondly pointed 

must aSi have been collected and committed to the flames by the 
loo great prudence of the principal party concerned. Had they 
been trusted to the discretion of & friend, the public would.^ dAU^bU 
less, long since have been favouxed miih. ii)[i« ^\u^^ 
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out in the daughter-in-law of my heart. You turn 
away from me^ my darling! How shall I go on— ^ 
how shall I tell you all the terrihle truth ?" 
'^ O ma'am^ pray go on ; pray tell me all." 
" Miss Walsingham — ^that's all^ in one word. 
These Walsinghams have forced themselves into my 
£unily — fiurly outwitted me. I cannot tell you how 
much — how deeply I am mortified !" 

** Thank Heaven ! I am not mortified^" cried miss 
Hunter^ throwing back her head with pettish dis- 
dain. 

Mrs. Beaumont^ who had prepared herself for a 
fiBunting fit^ or at least for a flood of tears^ rejoiced to 
•ee this turn of the young lady's temper. 

'* That's rights my own love. How I admire your 
spirit ! This pride becomes you^ and is what I ex^ 
pected from your understanding. Set a just value 
upon yourself, and show it." 

^' I should set but little value on myself^ indeed^ 
if I did not think myself equal to miss Walsingham. 
But Mr. Beaumont knows best." 

'^ Not best, I fear," said Mrs. Beaumont ; '^ but, 
from a child, he was ever the most self-willed, im- 
controllable being; there was no moving, no per- 
suading him; there was no power, no appeal, my 
love, I did not try." 

*' Dear ma'am, I am excessively sorry you did*" 
^* Why, my dear, I could not refrain from doing 
all I could, not only for my son's sake, but for yours>, 
when I saw your affections, as I feared, so deeply 
engaged. But your present magnanimity gives me 
hopes that the shock will not be irrecoverable." 

" Irrecoverable ! No, really, ma'am. If Mr. Beau- 
mont expects to see me wear the willow for him all 
my life, his vanity will be mistaken/' 
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" Certainly, my dear," replied Mrs. Beaumont, 
^* you would not be so weak as to wear the willow 
for any man. A young lady of your fortune should 
never wear the weeping but the golden willow. Turn 
your pretty little face again towards me, and smile 
once more upon me." 

Miss Hunter had sat with her face turned from 
Mrs. Beaumont, during the whole of this dialogue — 
" as if by hiding her face, she could conceal the emo- 
tions of her mind from me," thought her penetrating 
observer. 

" Spare me, spare me, dearest Mrs. Beaumont," 
cried miss Hunter, hiding her face on the arm of the 
S0&, and seeming now disposed to pass from the heights 
of anger to the depths of despair. 

Mrs. Beaumont, less hard-hearted than some poli- 
ticians, who care not who dies or lives, provided they 
attain their own objects, now listened at least with 
seeming commiseration to her young friend, who, with 
intermitting sighs, and in a voice which her position 
<n* her sobs rendered scarcely audible, talked of dying, 
and of never marrying any other man upon earth. 

Not much alarmed, however, by the dying words 
of young ladies, Mrs. Beaumont confined her atten- 
tion to the absurdity of the resolution against mar- 
riage in general, and at this instant formed a plan of 
marrying miss Hunter to one of her nephews in- 
stead of her son. She had one unmarried nephew, a 
young man of good figure and agreeable manners, 
but with only a younger brother's portion. To him 
she thought miss Hunter's large fortune would be 
highly ccmvenient; and she had reason to believe 
that his taste in the choice of a wife would be easily 
governed by her advice or by his interest. Thus she 
could, at least, prevent her youu^ ft\&Tv^^ ^^<qS6^^t& 
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and fortune from going out of the familj. In con- 
sequence of this glimpse of a new scheme^ our in- 
defatigable politician applied herself to prepare the 
way for it with her wonted skill. She soothed the 
lovelorn and pettish damsel with every expression 
that could gratify pride and rouse high thoughts of 
revenge. She suggested^ that instead of making rash 
vows of celibacy^ which would only show forlorn con- 
stancy^ miss Hunter should abide by her first spirited 
declaration^ never to wear the willow for any man ; 
and that the best way to assert her own dignity would 
be to marry as soon as {lossible. After having given 
this consolatory advice^ Mrs. Beaumont left the young 
lady's grief to wear itself out. " I know, my love/' 
added she, ^' a- friend of mine who would die for the 
happiness which my obstinate son does not, it seems, 
know how to value." 

" Who, ma'am ?" said miss Hunter, raising her 
head : '^ I'm sure I can't guess whom you can poft* 
sibly mean — who, ma'am Y" 

^^ Ah ! my dear, excuse me," said Mrs. Beaumont; 
" that is a secret I cannot tell you yet. When yon? 
are ' fit to hear yourself convinced,' may be, I may 
obtain leave to t^ you your admirer's name. I can 
assure you, he's a very fashionable and a very agrees 
able man ; a great favourite with our sex, a particular 
friend of mine, and an officer." 

'^ Lord bless me !" exclaimed miss Hunter, start- 
ing quite up, ^' an officer ! I can't imagine wh<nn 
you mean! Dear Mrs. Beaumont, whom can you 
mean ?" 

Mrs. Beaumont walked towards the door. 

^' Only tell me one thing, dearest Mrs. Beaumont 
— did I ever see him ?" 

Mrs. Beaumont^ wisely declining to answer any 
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more questions at present^ quitted the room^ and left 
miss Hunter dying — with curiosity. 

The new delight of this fresh project, with the 
prospect of bringing to a happy termination her ne- 
gotiation with sir John Hunter, sustained Mrs. Beau- 
mont's spirits in the midst of the disappointments 
she experienced respecting the marriages of her son 
and daughter; and enabled her, with less effort of 
dissimulation, to take apparently a share in the general 
joy which now pervaded her family. Her son ex- 
pressed his felicity with unbounded rapture, when 
he found his proposal to miss Walsingham graciously 
received by the object of his affections, and by all 
her family : his gratitude to his mother for no longer 
opposing his wishes gave a tendernesa. to his manner 
which would have touched any heart but that of a 
politician. Amelia, also, even in the midst of her 
love for captain Walsingham, was anxiously intent 
upon showing dutiful attention to her mother, and 
upon making her some amends for the pain she had 
caused her of late. Whenever the brother and sister 
were together, in all their views of future happiness 
their mother was one of their principal objects ; and 
thesd dispositions both miss Walsingham and captain 
Walsingham we;:e earnest to confirm. No young 
people could have higher ideas than they had of the 
duty of children towards parents, and of the delight 
of family confidence and union. In former times> 
when Mr. Beaumont had been somewhat to blame 
in the roughness of his sincerity towards his mother^ 
and when he had been disposed to break from her 
artful restraints, captain Walsingham, by his con- 
versation, and by his letters, had .always used his 
power and influence to keep him within bounds; 
and whenever he could do so with tr\i.tk» \ft T^ssRk 
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Mrs. Beaumont in his opinion. She now appeared 
in a more advantageous light to her family^ and they 
were more disposed to believe in her sincerity than 
they had ever been since the credulous days of child- 
hood. The days of love and childhood are perhaps^ 
in good minds^ almost equally credulous^ or, at least, 
confiding. Even Mr. Walsingham was won over by 
the pleasure he felt in the prospect of his daughter's 
happiness ; and good Mr. Palmer was ten times more 
attentive than ever to madam Beaumont. In his 
attention, however, there was something more cere- 
monious than formerly ; it was evident, for he was 
too honest to conceal his feelings, that his opinion of 
her was changed, and that his attention was paid to 
her rather as the widow of his old friend than on 
her own account. Amelia, who particularly remarked 
this change, and who feared that it must be severely 
painful to her mother, tried by every honest art of 
kindness to reinstate her in his r^ard. Amelia, 
however, succeeded only in raising herself in his 
esteem. 

*' Do not disturb yourself, my dear young lady," 
gaid he to her, one day, '^ about your mother and me. 
Things are on their right footing between us, and can 
never be on any other. She, you see, is quite sa- 
tisfied." 

Mrs. Beaumont, indeed, had not Amelia's quick 
sensibility with regard to the real affections of her 
friends, though she was awake to every external 
mark of attention. She was content, as Mr. Palmer 
before others always treated her with marked de- 
ference, and gave her no reason to apprehend any 
alteration in his testamentary dispositions. When 
settl^nents were talked of for the intended marriages, 
Mr. Palmer seemed to consider Mrs. Beaumont first 
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in all their consultations^ appealed for her opinion^ 
and had ever a most cautious eye upon her interests. 
This she observed with satisfaction^ and she was gra- 
tified by the demonstrations of increased regard from 
her son and daughter^ because she thought it would 
facilitate her projects. She wished that her marriage 
with sir John Hunter should appear well to the 
world ; and for this reason she desired that it should 
seem to be likeH by all her family — seem, for as to 
their real opinions she was indifi^erent. 

Things were in this situation, when Mrs. Beaumont 
caused herself to he surprised * one morning by Mr. 
Palmer^ with a letter in her hand, deep in reverie. 

*' O, my dear Mr. Palmer, is it you ?" cried she, 
starting very naturally: " I was really so lost in 
thought " 

Mr. Palmer hoped that he did not disturb her. — ^ 
*' Disturb me ! no, my good friend, you are the very 
person I wished to consult." Her eye glanced again 
and again upon the letter she held in her hand, but 
Mr. Palmer seemed provokingly destitute of curiosity ; 
he however took a chair, and his snuff-box, and with 
a polite but cold manner said he was much honoured 
by her consulting him, but that of course his judg- 
ment could be of little service to a lady of Mrs. 
Beaumont's understanding. 

'* Understanding ! Ah," said she, " there are cases 
where understanding is of no use to women, but quite 
the contrary." 

Mr. Palmer did not contradict the assertion, nor 
did he assent to it, but waited, with a pinch of snuff 
arrested in its way, to have the cases specified. 

* See Bacon on Cunning, 
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*' In love affuTSy for instanoey we poor women/' 
said Mrs. Beaumoot, looking down prettily; but 
Mr. Palmer affording no assistanoe to her bashful 
hesitation, she was under the necessity of finishing 
her sentence, or of b^;inning another, npon a different 
oonstmction. The latter was most convenient, and 
she took a new and franker tone : — " Here's a letter 
from poor sir John Hunter." 

Mr. Palmer still sat bending forward to listen with 
the most composed deference, bnt pressed not in the 
slightest d^ree upon her confidence by any question 
or look down towards the letter, or up towards the 
lady's face, but straight forward looked he, till, quite 
provoked by his dulness, Mrs. Beaumont took the 
matter up again, and, in a new tone, said, ^' To be 
candid with you, my dear friend, this is a subject on 
which I feel some awkwardness and reluctance in 
speaking to you — ^for of aU men breathing, I should 
in any important action of my life wish for your ap- 
probation ; and yet, on the present occasion, I fear, 
and so does sir John, that you will utterly disapprove 
of the match." 

She paused again, to be asked — ^What match ? But 
compelled by her audit<H:'s invincible silence to make 
out her own case, she proceeded : '* You must know, 
my good sir, that sir John Hunter is, it seems> un- 
conquerably bent upon a connexion with this family ; 
for being refused by the daughter, he has proposed 
for the mother 1" 

" Yes," said Mr. Palmer, bowing. 

" I thought you would have been more surprised," 
said Mrs. Beaumont : '^ I am glad the first sound of 
the thing does not, as I was afraid it would, startle or 
revolt you." 
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*' Startle me, it could riot, madam/' said Mr. Palmer, 
'^ for I have been prepared for it some time past." 

*' Is it possible ? And who could have mentioned 
it to you — captain Lightbody ?" 

'^ Captain Lightbody !" cried Mr. Palmer, with a 
sudden flash of indignation : '' believe me, madam, I 
never thought of speaking to captain Lightbody of 
your aflairs. I am not in the habit of listening to 
such people." 

'' But still, he might have spoken." 

" No, madam, no ; he would not have dared to 
have spoken to me on such a subject. Old as I am, I 
think I should kick a man down stairs who dared to 
bring me secret information." 

'^ Honourable ! quite honourable ! But then, my 
dear sir, how came you to know the thing ?" 

'^ I saw it. You know, madam, those who stand 
by always see more than the players." 

'^ And do you think my-.sen and daughter, and 
captain Walsingham, know it too?" 

" I fancy not ; for they have not been standers- 
by ; they have been deeply engaged themselves." 

** That's well — for I wished to have your opinion 
and advice in the first place, before I hinted it even 
to them^ or any one else living. As I feared the 
match would not meet your approbation, I told sir 
John so, and I gave him only a provisional consent." 

'' Like the provisional consent of that young Irish 
lady," said Mr. Palmer, laughing, " who went through 
the marriage service with her lover, adding at the 
end of each response, ^ provided my father gives his 
consent^.' But, madam, though I am old enough 

* See Aimual Register, 1761, for an entertaining account of the 
trial of Mr. M^Naughton. 
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certainly to be your father^ yet even if I had the 
honour to be so in reality^ as you are arrived at 
years of discretion^ you know you cannot need my 
consent." 

But seriously, my excellent friend," cried she, 

I never could be happy in marrying against your 
approbation. And let me, in my own vindication, 
explain to you the whole of the affair." 

Here Mr. Palmer, dreading one of her long ex- 
planations, which he knew he should never com- 
prehend, besought her not to invest him with the 
unbecoming character of her judge. He represented 
that no vindication was necessary, and that none 
could be of any use. She however persisted in going 
through a sentimental defence of her conduct. She 
assured Mr. Palmer, that she had determined never 
to marry again ; that her inviolable respect for her 
dear colonel Beaumont's memory had induced her to 
persist in this resolution for many years. That 
motives of delicacy and generosity were what first 
prevailed with her to listen to sir John's suit ; and 
that now she consoled and supported herself by the 
proud reflection, that she was acting as her dear 
colonel Beaumont himself, could he know the cir- 
cumstances and read her heart, would wish and enjoin 
her to act. 

Here a smile seemed to play upon Mr. Palmer's 
countenance ; but the smile had vanished in an instant, 
and was followed by a sudden gush of tears, which 
were as suddenly wiped away. Not, however, before 
they reminded Mrs. Beaumont to spread her hand- 
kerchief before her fieu^. 

'' Perhaps," resumed she, after a decent pause, 
^ perhaps I am doing wrong with the best intentions. 
Some people think that widows should never, on 
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any account^ marry again^ and perhaps Mr. Palmer 
is of this opinion ?" 

'^ No, by no means," said Mr. Palmer ; '* nor was 
colonel Beaumont. Often and often he said in has 
letters to me, that he wished his wife to marry again 
after he was gone, and to be as happy after his death 
as she had been during his life. I only hope that 

your choice may fulfil — ^may justify " Mr. Palmer 

stopped again — something in Shakspeare, about prey- 
ing on garbage, ran in his head; and, when Mrs. 
Beaumont went on to some fresh topics of vindication, 
and earnestly pressed for his advice, he broke up the 
conference by exclaiming, " 'Fore Jupiter, madam, 
we had better say nothing more about the matter ; 
for, after all, what can the wit of man or woman 
make of it, but that you choose to marry sir John 
Hunter, and that nobody in the world has a right to 
object to it ? There is certainly no occasion to use 
any management with me; and your eloquence is 
only wasting itsdf, for I am not so presumptuous, 
or so unreasonable, as to set myself up for the judge 
of your actions. You do me honour by consulting me ; 
but as you already know my opinion of the gentle- 
man, I must decline saying any thing further on the 
subject/' 

Mrs. Beaumont was left in a painful state of doubt 
as to the main point, whether Mr. Palmer would or 
would not alter his will. However, as she was de- 
termined that the match should be accomplished, she 
took advantage of the declaration Mr. Palmer made, 
that he had no right to object to her following her 
own inclinations ; and she told sir John Hunter that 
Mr. Palmer was perfectly satisfied ; and that he had 
indeed relieved her mind from some foolish scruples, 
by having assured her that it was ciolQ\v^V^»»ssssi^^ 
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particular wish^ often expressed in his confidential 
letters^ that his widow should many again. So fsur^ 
so good. Then the affair was to be broken to her son 
and daughter. She begged Mr. Palmer would under- 
take, for her sake, this delicate task ; but he declined 
it with a frank simplicity. 

" Surely, madam/' said he, " you can speak with- 
out difficidty to your own son and daughter ; and I 
have through life observed, that employing one person 
to speak to another is almost always hurtful. I 
should not presume, however, to regulate your con- 
duct, madam, by my observations ; I should only give 
this as a reason for declining the office with which 
you proposed to honour me.'* 

The lady, compelled to speak for herself to her son 
and daughter, opened the affair to them with as much 
delicacy and address as she had used with Mr. Palmer. 
Their surprise was great ; for they had not the most 
remote idea of her intenticms. The result of a tedious 
conversation of three hours' length was perfectly 
satisfactory to her, though it would have been to the 
highest degree painful and mortifying to a woman of 
more feeling, or one less intent upon an establishment, 
a reversionary title, and the Wigram estate. How 
low she sunk in the opinion of her children and her 
friends was comparatively matter of small consequence 
to Mrs. Beaumontj provided she could keep fair 
appearances with the world. Whilst her son and 
daughter were so much ashamed of her intended 
marriage, that they would not communicate their 
sentiments even to each other, — they, with becoming 
duty, agreed, that Mrs. Beaumont was very good 
in speaking to them on the subject; as she had 
an uncontrollable right to marry as she thought 
j\proper. 
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Mrs. Beaumont now wrote letters innumerable to 
her extensive circle of connexions and acquaintance^ 
announcing her approaching nuptials^ and inviting 
them to her wedding. It was settled by Mrs. Beau- 
mont^ that the three marriages should take place on 
the same day. This point she laboured with her usual 
address, and at last brought the parties concerned to 
give up their wishes for a private wedding, to gratify 
her love for show and parade. Nothing now remained 
but to draw the settlements. Mrs. Beaumont, who 
piqued herself upon her skill in business, and who 
thought the sum of wisdom was to excel in cunning, 
looked over her lawyer's draughts, and suggested 
many nice emendations, which obtained for her from 
an attorney the praise of being a vastly clever woman. 
Sir John was not, on his side, deficient in attention 
to his own interests. Never was there a pair better 
matched in this respect ; never were two people going 
to be married more afraid that each should take the 
other in. Sir John, however, pressed forward the 
business with an eagerness that surprised every 
body. Mrs. Beaumont again and again examined the 
settlements, to try to account prudentially for her 
lover's impatience; but she saw that all was right 
there on her part, and her self-love at last acquiesced 
in the belief that sir John's was now the ardour of a 
real lover. To the lady's entire satisfaction, the 
liveries, the equipages, the diamonds, the wedding 
clothes were all bought, and the wedding-day apr 
preached. Mrs. Beaumont's rich and fashionable 
connexions and acquaintance all promised to grace 
her nuptials. Nothing was talked of but the pre- 
parations for Mrs. Beaumont and sir John Hunter's 
marriage; and so full of business and bustle, and 
pnysteries, and sentimentalities y and. N«Di\Aft% ^^& ^^^ 
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that she ahnost forgot that any body was to be mar* 
ried but herself. The marriages of her son and 
daughter seemed so completely to merge in the im- 
portance and splendour of her own^ that she merely 
recollected them as things that were to be done on 
the same day^ as suliprdinate parts that were to be 
acted by inferior performers^ whilst she should engross 
the public interest and applause. In the mean time 
miss Hunter was engaged^ to Mrs. Beaumont's satis- 
faction and her own> in superintending the wedding 
dresses^ and in preparing the most elegant dress 
imaginable for herself^ as bride's-maid. Now and 
then she interrupted these occupations with sighs 
and fits of pretty sentimental dejection ; but Mrs. 
Beaumont was well convinced that a new lover would 
soon make her forget her disappointment. The 
nephew was written to^ and invited to spend some 
time with his aunt^ immediatdy after her marriage ; 
for she determined that miss Hunter should be her 
niece^ since she could not be her daughter. This 
secondary intrigue went on delightfully in our he- 
roine's imagination^ without interfering with the 
main business of her own marriage. The day^ the 
long-expected day^ that was to crown all her hopes, 
at length arrived. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

" On peut, etre plus fin qu'un autie, mais pas plus fin que 
tous les autres." Rochefoucault. 

' The following paragraph*, extracted from the 
newspapers of the day, will, doubtless, be acceptable 
to a large class of readers. 

FASHIONABLE HYMENEALS. 

" Yesterday, sir John Hunter, of Hunter Hall, 
Devonshire, bart., led to the hymeneal altar the ac- 
complished Mrs. Beaumont, relict of the late colonel 
Beaumont, of Beaumont Park. On the same day 
her son and daughter were also married — Mr. Beau- 
mont to miss Walsingham, daughter of E. Walsing- 
ham, esq. of Walsingham House; — and miss Beaumont 
to captain Walsingham of the navy, a near relation of 
Edward Walsingham, esq. of Walsingham House. 

'* These nuptials in the Beaumont family were 
graced by an overflowing concourse of beauty, no- 
bility, and fashion, comprehending all the relations, 
connexions, intimate friends, and particular ac- 
quaintances of the interesting and popular Mrs. 
Beaumont. The cavalcade reached from the principal 
frmit of the house to the south gate of the park, a 
distance of three-quarters of a mile. Mrs. Beaumont 
and her daughter, two lovely brides, in a superb 
landau, were attired in the most elegant, becoming, 
fashicmable, and costly manner : their dress consisting 

* Supposed to be from the pen of Mr. Twigg, who was pre- 
sented with a living in the gift of Mn. 'Bwxssass^ 
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of the finest lace^ over white satin> Mrs. Beaumont's 
was point lace ; and she was also distinguished by a 
long veil of the most exquisite texture^ which added a 
tempered grace to beauty in its meridian. In the 
same landau appeared the charming brides'-maids, 
all in white of course. Among these, miss Hunter 
attracted particular attention, by the felicity of her 
costume. Her drapery, which was of delicate lace^ 
being happily adapted to show to the greatest ad- 
vantage the captivating contour of her elegant ^gaie, 
and ornamented with white silk fringe and tassels, 
marked every airy motion of her sylph-like form. 

'' The third bride on this auspicious day was miss 
Walsingham, who, with her father and bride's-maids, 
followed in Mr. Walsingham's carriage. Miss Wal- 
i^ingham, we are informed, was dressed with simple 
elegance, in the finest produce of the Indian loom ; 
but, as she was in a covered carriage, we could not 
obtain a full view of her attire. Next to the brides' 
equipages, followed the bridegrooms*. And chief of 
these sir John Hunter sported a splendid barouche. 
He was dressed in the height of the ton, and his 
horses deserved particular admiration. After sir 
John's barouche came the equipage belonging to Mr. 
Beaumont, highly finished, but plain: in this were 
the . two bridegrooms, Mr. Beaumont and captain 
Walsingham, accompanied by Mr. Palmer (the great 
West-Indian Palmer), who, we understand, is the 
intimate friend and relative of the Beaumont family. 
Then followed, as our correspondent counted, above a 
hundred carriages of distinction, with a prodigious 
cavalcade of gentry. The whole was closed by a long 
line of attendants and domestics. The moment the 
park gates were opened, groups of young girls, of the 
jBeaufflont tenantry, liabHed i^i white, with knots of 
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ribands^ and emblematical devices suited to the occa- 
sion, and with baskets of flowers in their hands, be- 
gan to strew vegetable incense before the brides, 
especially before Mrs. Beaumont's landau. 

' And whilst the priests accuse the bride's delay, 
Roses and myrtles still obstruct her way.* 

*' The crowd, which assembled as they proceeded 
along the road to the churchy and in the churchyard, 
was such, that however gratefully it evinced the 
popularity of the amiable parties, it became at last 
evidently distressing to the principal object of their 
liomage-— Mrs. Beaumont, who could not have stood 
the gaze of public admiration but for the friendly 
and becoming, yet tantalizing refuge of her veil. 
Constables were obliged to interfere to clear the path 
to the church door, and the amiable almost fainting 
lady was from the arms of her anxious and alarmed 
bride's-maids lifted out of her landau, and supported 
into the church and up the aisle with all the marked 
gallantry of true tenderness, by her happy bridegroom, 
sir John Hunter. 

" After the ceremony was over, sir John and lady 
Hunter^ and the two other new married couples, re- 
turned to Beaumont Park with the corthge of their 
friends^ where the company partook of an elegant 
collation. The artless graces and feuscinating af- 
febility of lady Hunter won all hearts ; and the wit, 
festive spirits, and politeness of sir John, attracted 
universal admiration — ^not to say envy of all present. 
Immediately after the collation, the happy couple set 
off for their seat at Hunter Hall. 

'* Mr. Beaumont, and the new Mrs. Beaumont, 
remained at Beaumont Park. Captain oivd M:t%. 
Wniangham repaired to Mr, WiUm^^dSCL^* 
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" It is a singular circumstance^ communicated to 
us by the indisputable authority of one of the bride's- 
maids, that miss Walsingham, as it was discovered 
after the ceremony, was actally married with her 
gown the wrong side outwards. Whether this be 
an omen announcing good fortune to all the parties 
concerned, we cannot take upon us to determine; 
but this much we may safely assert, that never 
distinguished female in the annals of fashion was 
married under more favourable auspices than the 
amiable lady Hunter. And it is universally ac- 
knowledged, that no lady is better suited to be, as 
in the natural course ci things she will soon be, 
countess of Puckeridge, and at the head of the greet 
Wigram estate." 

So ends our newspaper writer. 

Probably this paragraph was sent to the press before 
the fashionable hymeneaU had actually taken place. 
This may in some measure account for the extra- 
ordinary omissions in the narrative. After the three 
marriages had been solemnized, just when the cere- 
mony was over, and lady Hunter was preparing to 
receive the congratulations of the brilliant congrega- 
tion, she observed that the clergyman, instead of 
shutting his book, kept it open before him, and 
looked round, as if expecting another bride. Mrs. 
Beaumont, we should say lady Hunter, curtsied to 
him, smiled, and made a sign that the ceremony was 
finished: but at this instant, to her astonishment, 
she saw her bride's-maid, miss Hunter, quit her 
place, and beheld captain Li^tbody seize her hand, 
and lead her up towards the altar. Lady Hunter 
broke through the crowd that was congratulating 
her^ and reaching miss H\ixiXqi> 4s^^ \i«s V^task forci- 
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bly, and whispered, " Are you mad, miss Hunter ? 
la this a place> a time for frolic? What are you 
about ?" 

^^ Groing to be married, ma'am ! following your lady- 
ship's good example," answered her bride's-maid, flip- 
pantly, — at the same time springing forward from the 
detaining grasp, regardless even of the rent she made 
in her laoe dress, she hurried, or was hurried on by 
captain Lightbody. 

'^ Captain Lightbody !" cried lady Hunter ; but, 
answering only with a triumphant bow, he passed on 
with his bride. 

*' Heavens ! will nobody stop him ?" cried lady 
Hunter, overtaking them again as they reached the 
steps. She addressed herself to the clergyman. 
'* Sir, she is a ward in chancery, and under my pro- 
tection ; they have no licence ; their bans have not 
been published; you cannot, dare not, surely, marry 
them ?" 

'* Pardon me, lady Hunter," said captain Light- 
body ; " I have shown Mr. Twigg my licence." 

^' I have seen it-^I thought it was with your lady- 
ship's knowledge," replied Mr. Twigg. " I — I can- 
not object — ^it would be at my own peril. If there 
is any lawful impediment, your ladyship will make 
it at the proper response." 

A ^end of captain Lightbody's appeared in readi- 
ness to give the young lady away. 

*' The ceremony must go on, madam," said the 
clergyman. 

" At your peril, sir !" said lady Hunter. " This 
young lady is a ward of chancery, and not of age !" 

<^ I am of age— of age last month," cried the 
bride. 

" Not till next year " 
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^' Of age last month. I have the parish raster/' 
said captain Lightbody. " Gro on^ sir^ if you please." 

" Good Heavens ! Miss Hunter, can you bear/' 
said lady Hunter, ^' to be the object of this indecent 
altercation ? Retire with me, and only let me speak 
to you, I conjure you !" 

No— the young lady stood her ground, resolute to 
be a bride. 

" If there is any lawful impediment, your lady-^ 
ship will please to make it at the proper response/' 
said the chaplain. '^ I am under a necessity of pro- 
ceeding." 

The ceremony went on. 

Lady Hunter, in high indignation, retired im- 
mediately to the vestry-room with her bridegroom. 

At least," cried she, throwing herself upon a seat, 

it shall never be said that I countenanced, by my 
presence, such a scandalous marriage ! Oh, sir John 
Hunter, why did you not interfere to save your own 
sister?" 

^^ Save her ! Egad, she did not choose to be savedi 
•Who can save a woman that does not choose it? 
What could I do ? Is not she your ladyship's pupil ? 
—he ! he ! he ! But I'll fight the rascal directly, if 
that will give you any satisfaction."' 

" And he shall have a lawsuit too for her fortune !'' 
said lady Hunter ; " for she is not of age. I have a 
memorandum in an old pocket-book. O ! who would 
have thought such a girl could have duped me so !" 

Lady Hunter's exclamations were interrupted by 
the entrance of her son and daughter, who came to 
offer what consolation they could. The brilliant con-< 
gregation poured in a few minutes afterwards, with 
their mingled congratulations and condolence, eager, 
above all things, to satisfy tVicxx coxiofiit^* 
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Captain Lightbody^ with invincible assurance^ came 
up just as lady Hunter was getting into her carriage^ 
and besought permission to present his bride to her. 
But lady Hunter^ turning her back upon him with- 
out reply^ said to her son^ *' If captain Lightbody is 
going to Beaumont Park^ I am not going there." 

Mrs. Lightbody^ who was now emancipated from 
all control^ and from all sense of propriety^ called out 
from her own carriage^ in which she was seated, 
^^ That, thank Heaven ! she had a house of her own 
to go to, and that nothing was farther from her 
thoughts than to interrupt the festivities of lady 
Hunter's more mature nuptials." 

Delighted with having made this tart answer, Mrs^ 
Xiightbody ordered her husband to order her coach- 
man to drive off as fast as possible. The captain, by 
hei; particular desire, had taken a house for her at 
Brighton, the gayest place she could think of. We 
leave this amiable bride rejoicing in the glory of 
having duped a lady of Mrs. Beaumont's penetra- 
tion ; and her brid^oom rejoicing still more in the 
parish register, by the help of which he hoped to ob- 
tain full enjoyment of what he knew to be his bride's 
most valuable possession — her portion, and to defy 
lady Hunter's threatened lawsuit. 
: In the mean time, lady Hunter, in her point lace 
^d beautiful veil, seated beside her baronet, in his 
new barouche, endeavoured to forget this interruption 
of her triumph. She considered, that though miss 
Hunter's fortune was lost to her family, yet the title 
of countess, and the Wigram estate, were secure, this 
was solid consolation; and recovering her features 
from their unprecedented discomposure, she forced 
smiles and looks suitable to the occasion, as she 
bowed to congratulating 'paa&fisk!^<^x^ 
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Arrived at Beaamont Park^ she prepared, without 
appetite, to partake of the el^ant collation^ and to 
do the honours with her accustomed grace : ^e took 
care to seat Mr. Pabner beside her, that she might 
show the world on what good terms they ware to- 
gether. She was pleased to see, that though two 
younger brides sat near her, she engaged by hi the 
largest share of public admiration. They were so 
fully content and engrossed by their own feelings, 
that they did not perceive that they were what is 
called thrown into the shade. All the pride, pomp, 
and circumstance of these glorious hymeneals appeared 
to them but as a dream, or as a scene that was acting 
before them, in which they were not called to take a 
part. Towards the end of the coUation, one of the 
guests, my lend Rider, a nobleman, who always gave 
himself the air of being in a prodigious hurry, de- 
dared that he was under the necessity of going off, 
for he expected a person to meet him at his house in 
town, on some particular business, at an appointed 
day. His lordship's travelling companion, who was 
unwilling to quit so prematurely the present scene of 
festivity, observed that the man of business had en- 
gaged to write to his lordship, and that he should at 
least wait till the post should come in. Lady Hunter 
politely sent to inquire if any letters had arrived for 
his lordship ; and in consequence of his impatience, 
all the letters for the family were brought: lady 
Hunter distributed them. There was one for captain 
Walsingham, with a Spanish motto on the seal: 
lady Hunter, as she gave it to him, whispered to 
Amelia, " Don't be jealous, my dear, but that I can 
tell you is a letter from his Spanish incognita." 
Amelia smiled with a look of the most perfect oon- 
Mence and love* Captaxa Wikix^ham. immediately 
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opened the letter ; and looking at the signature^ said, 
*^ It is not from my Spanish incognita^ it is from her 
aunt-^I will read it by-and-by." 

" A fine evasion^ indeed !" exclaimed lady Hunter : 
** look liow coolly he puts it into his pocket ! Ah^ my 
credulous Amelia^ do you allow him to begin in this 
manner?" pursued she^ in a tone of raillery, yet as if 
she really suspected something wrong in the letter ; 
'^ and have you no curiosity, Mrs. Walsingham ?" 

Amelia declared that she had none ; that she was 
not one of those who think that jealousy is the best 
proof of love. 

*' Right, right," said Mr. Palmer : '^ confidence is 
the best proof of love ; and yours, 1*11 venture to say, 
is, and ever will be, well placed." 

Captain Wakingham, with a grateful smile, took 
his letter agun out of his pocket, and immediately 
b^gan to read it in a low voice to Amelia, lady 
Hunter, and Mr. Palmer. 

" DEAR BIB, 

^^ Though almost a stranger to you, I should think 
myself wanting in gratitude, if I did not, after all the 
services you have done my family, write to thank you 
in my niece's name and in my own: and much I 
r^et that my words will so ill convey to you the 
sentiments of our hearts. I am an old woman, not 
well accustomed to use my pen in the way of letter- 
writing ; but can say truly, that whilst I have life I 
shall be grateful to you. You have restored me to 
happiness, by restoring to me my long-lost niece. It 
will, I am sure, give you satisfisiction to hear, that my 
niece " 

Captain Walsingham Btongi^^ ^qt\.) ^^vr^ ^.^s!^«- 
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which confirmed lady Hunter in all her suspicions, 
which made Mr. Palmer take out his snuff-box, 
which startled even Mr. Beaumont, but which did 
not raise in the mind of Amelia the slightest feeling 
of doubt or suspicion. She smiled^ and looked round 
at her alarmed friends, with a manner which seemed 
to say, " Can you suppose it possible that there can 
be any thing wrong ?" 

" Pray go on, captain Walsingham," said lady 
Hunter^ " unless — ^unless you have particular — very 
particular reasons." 

" I have particular, very particular reasons," said 
captain Walsingham : " and since," turning to Amelia^ 
^' this confiding lady does not insist upon my going 
on 

" O," said lady Hunter^ gaily* snatching the letter, 
'^ I am not such a credulous, or^ as you call it, con- 
fiding lady." 

' " I beg of your ladyship not to read it," said cap« 
tain Walsingham, in an earnest tone. 

" You beg of me not to read it — and with that 
alarmed look — O, positively, I must, and will read it." 

" Not at present, then, I entreat you !" » 

** This very instant," cried lady Hunter, afiTecting 
all the imperious vivacity of a young bride, under 
favour of which she determined to satisfy her ma- 
licious curiosity. 

^' Pray, lady Hunter, do not read it," repeated 
captain Walsingham, laying his hand over the letter. 
" It is for your own sake," added he, in a low and 
earnest voice, ^^ it is for your own sake, not mine, 
that I beg of you to forbear." 

Lady Hunter, imagining this to be only a sub- 
terfuge, drew the letter from beneath captain Wal- 
singbam'a hand^ exclaiming, ^*¥ot tk^ sake ( O^eap- 
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tain^ that is a charming ruse de guerre, but do not 
hope that it shall succeed !" 

'^ O mother^ believe him, believe him," cried Ame- 
lia : ^^ I am sure he tells you the truth, and he speaks 
for your sake, not for his own." 

Amelia interceded in vain. 

Mr. Palmer patted Amelia's shoulder fondly, say- 
ing, ^^ You are a dear good creature." 

^' A dear credulous creature !" exclaimed lady 
Hunter. She had now undisturbed possession of the 
letter. 

Captain Walsingham stood by with a face of great 
concern ; in which Amelia, and Mr. Beaumont, ^vith- 
out knowing the cause, seemed to sympathise. 

The contest had early attracted the attention of all 
within hearing or view of her ladyship, and by this 
time had been pointed out and accounted for in whis- 
pers, even to the most remote parts of the room ; so 
that the eyes of almost every individual in the as- 
sembly were now fixed upon lady Hunter. She had 
scarcely glanced her eye upon the letter, when she 
turned pale as death, and exclaimed, '* He knew it ! 
— ^he knew it !" Then recollecting herself, she made 
a struggle to conceal her dismay — the forced smile 
quivered on her lip ; she fell back in a swoon, and 
was carried out of the room by her son and daughter. 
Sir John Hunter was at another table, eating grouse- 
pie, and was the last person present who was made to 
understand what had happened. 

^^ It is the damned heat of the room, I suppose," 
said he, " that made her faint ;" and swallowing the 
last morsel on his plate, and settling his collar, he 
came up to captain Walsingham. " What's this I 
b^ar ? — ^th^t lady Hunter has fainted ? I hope they 
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have carried her into the air. — But where's the letter 
they say affected her so?" 

" In my pockety" said captain Walsingham, 
coolly. 

''Any thing new in it?" said sir John^ with a 
sulky^ fashionable indifference. 

'' Nothing new to you, probably, sir John," said 
captain Walsingham, walking away from him in 
disgust. 

*' I suppose it was the heat overcame lady 
Hunter," continued sir John, speaking to those who 
stood near him. '' Is any body gone to see how she 
is now ? I wonder if they'll let me in to see her." 

With assumed carelessness, but with real em- 
barrassment, the brid^oom went to inquire for his 
bride. 

Qood Mr. Palmer went soon afterwards, and 
knocked softly at the lady's door. '' Is poor lady 
Hunter any better ?" 

" O, yes ; quite well again now," cried lady Hunter, 
raising herself from the bed, on which she had been 
laid ; but Mr. Palmer thought, as he saw her through 
the half-opened door, she still looked a deplorable 
spectacle, in all her wedding finery. '' Quite well 
again, now. It was nothing in the world but the 
heat* Amelia, my love, go back to the company, and 
say so, lest my friends should be uneasy. Thank you, 
kind Mr. Palmer, for coming to see me. Excuse my 
not being able to let you in now, for I must change 
my dress. Sir John sends me word his barouche will 
be at the door in ten minutes, and I have to hurry on 
my travelling dress — excuse me." 

Mr. Palmer retired, seeing clearly that she wished 
to avoid any explanation of the real cause of her 
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&inting. In the gallery^ leadii^ from her room^ he 
met captain Walsingham^ who was coming to inquire 
for lady Hunter. 

'^ Poor woman ! do you know the cause of her faint* 
ing?" said captain Walsingham. 

^' No ; and I believe she does not wish me to know 
it : therefore don't tell it me/' said Mr. Palmer. 

^' It is a secret that must be in the public papers 
in a few days^" said captain Walsingham. ^' This 
lady that I brought over from Lisbon " 

^^ Well, what can she have to say to Mrs. Beau- 
mont ?" 

'* Nothing to Mrs. Beaumont, but a great deal 
to lady Hunter. You may remember that I men- 
tioned to you some of her relations had contrived 
to have her kept in that convent abroad, and had 
spread a report of her death, that the heir-at-law 
might defraud her of her property, and get and keep 
possession of a large estate, which fell to him in case 
of her death. Of further particulars, or even of the 
name of this estate, I knew nothing, till this morn- 
ing, when that letter from the aunt — ^here it is — ^tells 
me, that the estate to which her niece was entitled 
is the great Wigram estate, and that old Wigram was 
the rascally heir-at-law. The lawyer I recommended 
to the lady was both an honest and a clever fellow ; 
and he represented so forcibly to old Wigram^ the 
consequences of his having his fraud brought to 
light in a court of equity, that he made him soon 
agree to a private reference. The affair has been 
compromised, and settled thus. The possession of the 
estate is given up, just as it stands, to the rightful 
owner ; and she forbears to call the old sinner to an 
account for past arrears. She will let him make it 
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out to the worlds and to his own conscience^ if he can, 
that he bona-fide believed her to be dead." 

" So," said Mr. Pahner, ^* so end madam Beau- 
mont's hopes of being at the head of the Wigram 
estate, and so end her hopes of being a countess! 
And actually married to this ruined spendthrift ! — 
Now we see the reason he pressed on the match so, 
and urged her to marry him before the affair should 
become public. She is duped, and for life!— poor 
madam Beaumont !" 

At this moment lady Hunter came out of her 
room, after having changed her dress, and repaired 
her smiles. 

" Ready for my journey now," said she, passing 
by Mr. Palmer quickly. " I must show myself to 
the world of friends below, and bid them adieu. One 
word^ captain Walsingham — ^there's no occasion, you 
know," whispered she, " to say any thing belotv, of 
that letter — I really don't believe it." 

Too proud to let her mortification be known, lady 
Hunter constrained her feelings with all her might. 
She appeared once more with a pleased countenance 
in the festive assembly. She received their com- 
pliments and congratulations, and invited them, with 
all tlie earnestness of friendship, to favour sir John 
and her, as soon as possible, with their company at 
Hunter Hall. The company were now fast depart- 
ing. Carriages came to the door in rapid succession. 
Lady Hunter went through with admirable grace and 
vsuiety the sentimental ceremony of taking leave; 
and when her splendid barouche was at the door, and 
when she was to bid adieu to her own family, still 
she acted her part inimitably. In all the becoming 
mixed smiles and tears of a bride, she was seen ejn- 
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bracing by turns ber beloved daughter and son^ and 
daugbter-in-law and son-in-law^ over and over again^ 
in tbe ball^ on the steps^ to tbe last moment contriving 
to be torn delightfully from the bosom of her family 
by her impatient bridegroom. Seated beside him in 
his barouche^ she kissed her hand to Mr. Palmer^ — 
smiled ; and all her family^ who stood on the steps^ 
bowed, and sir John drove away with his prize. 

" He's a swindler I" cried Mr. Palmer, " —and 
she is " 

^^ Amelia's mother," interrupted captain Walsing-^ 
ham. 

" Right," said Mr. Palmer ; '^ but Amelia had a 
father too, my excellent friend, colonel Beaumont, 
whom she and her brother resemble in all that is 
open-hearted and honourable. Well ! well ! I make no 
reflections ; I hate moral reflections. Every body can 
think and feel for themselves, I presume. I only 
say, — Thank Heaven, we've done with manoeuvring ! 
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